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Certain  to_Beconie  Campus 

Classics  These 
New  and  Delightful  Spring 

Suits  and  Frocks 

of  the  Newest  Printed  Silks 

The  FROCKS      The  SUITS 
$1500  $1575 


It  doesn't  take  a  knowledge  of  French  to 
tell  you  that  these  newest  printed  silk 
fashions  are  treasures/They're  so  smart, 
so  exactly  right  for  wear  to  class  and 
to  informal  affairs!  And  priced  to  fit  your 
allowance!  The  patterns  are  exquisite 
combinations  of  fruits  with  their  leaves, 
buds  and  blossoms!  The  colors  are 
lovely  I  Be  one  of  the  first  with  these  very 
latest  styles!  A  suit  and  a  frock  will 
start  you   Springward  ever  so  smartly. 

In  the  Loner  Priced  Room  at 

Edgar  ASteYensJnc. 

161-4      ORRINCTON    AVENUE 


N/  y^    ISI 


-T-  o    rsi 


Spring  9s  5Vb  ^ime 
for  tinkering 


Let  Evanston's  largest  and 
most  complete  garage  keep 
your  automobile  in  condition. 
Get  real  spring  enjoyment 
from  your  car  without  the 
usual  upkeep  worries.  Our 
experienced  maintenance  men 
offer  you   courteous    service. 


f 


Oiling,  Greasing      Tl 

Storage,  Simonizing    I V 

Washing,  Repairs    jj 


No  Additional  Charge  for  Delivering  Cars 

Service  Garage 

1  725  Sherman  Ave. 

Greenleaf  4850-4851 
Opposite  Varsity  Theater 


for  Spring 


CORRECT  APPAREL 

FOR 

UNIVERSITY  MEN 

AT 

E  H  M  E  N  •  S 

1716   Sherman   Ave. 
TIVO  DOORS  NORTH  OF  VARSITY  THEATER 


P  U  RPL  E/:2S^P  AR  ROT 


...on  the  court  it's  rLASH  / 


...in  a  cigarette 


^syASTE/ 


A  FACT  is  more  powerful  than  twenty  texts." 
Two  puflfs  tell  more  of  a  cigarette's  taste  than 
any  two-hour  speech. 

Taste  must  speak  for  itself  ...and  Chesterfield's 
refreshing,  spicy  flavor,  its  characteristic  fra- 
grance, do  just  that. 

Making  Chesterfields,  making  them  right, 
making  you  like  them,  requires  only  this : 

"  TA S  T  E  above  every tklrig  " 


MILD... and  yet 
THEY  SATISFY 


Oiesterfield 
FINE  TURKISH  and  DOMESTIC  tobaccos,  not  only  BLENDED  but  CROSS-BI 


O  1929.  Liggett  &  Myeks  Tobacco  Co. 


PURPLE 


PARROT 


altx/ander 


EASTER  GREETINGS 

are  best  expressed 
with  flowers 


NORTHSHORE  HOTEL 

1605  Chicago  x^ venue 
Phone  Univ.  9666-9667 


Let  lis  type  your 

THEMES  and  THESES 

Our  work  is  done  neatly,  ac- 
curately and  when  promised. 

Mimeographing,  Multigraphing, 

Addressing,  and  Mailing   .    .   .    . 

ACTIVE  LETTER  SERVICE 

616  Church  Street  GREEXLEAF  7-4-9-6 

Lucile  A.  Marinelle 
Over  -  -  -  —  Hew's 


Photographs  Are 
Memory's  Best  Aid 

At  some  future  time  j^ou  will 
get  real  pleasure  from  recalling 
this  college  year.  Why  not 
give  your  memory  a  little  boost 
with  a  photograph  of  yourself? 
Your  friends  would  appreciate 
one,  too. 


M ATZENE 

The  Syllabus  Photographer 

6    North    Michigan   Avenue,    CHICAGO 
Central  7003 


"Here  is  a  letter  for  you  with  a  black 
border!" 

"Alas!    My  poor  brother  is  dead." 

"How  do  you  know?  You  haven't 
read  it  yet." 

"No,  but  I  recognize  his  hand  writ- 
ing," 

Johns  Hopkins  Black  and  Blue  Jay. 


Old   Negro   Woman:      Marse   Gov- 
enah,  I  want  my  Sam  pardoned. 

Governor:    What's  he  in  for.' 

Old  Negro  Woman:     For  stealin'  a 
ham. 

Governor:      Why  do  you  want  him 
pardoned.' 

Old    Negro    Woman:       Cause  we's 
plumb  out  of  ham  again. 

Ali/oivianp. 


Baa!    Baa!    Black  sheep! 
Have  you  any  wool? 

Yes,  sir!   Yes,  sir! 
Three  bags  full. 

One  for  my  master, 

One  for  my  dame 

And  one  for  all  the  college  boys  to  pull 
over  the  eyes  of  36,886,999  profes- 
sors. 

U.  of  S.  Calif.  Wampus. 


PURPLE 


PARROT 


Boy  (going  to  business  college)  :  Do 
you  think  you  can  get  me  a  good  posi- 
tion when  I  graduate? 

Professor:      Yes,    if  you'll   agree   to 
start  at  the  bottom  and  wake  up. 
'  ■  Answers. 


"Why  doesn't  the  lamb  follow  you  to 
school  any  more,  Mary?" 

"What!     At  fifty  miles  an  hour?" 


Husband:  I've  got  to  get  rid  of  my 
chauffeur,  he's  nearly  killed  me  four 
times. 

Wife:  Oh,  give  him  another  chance. 
Stone  Mill. 


Finding  his  audience  very  difficult  to 
please,  a  comedian  cracked  another  joke 
and  added:  "I  suppose  you  will  laugh 
at  that  next  year." 

"No,"  said  a  voice,  "but  we  did  last 
year."  Pele  Mele.  Paris. 


"Have  you  any  proof  he  hit  you  in  the 
eye?" 

"Why  here  it  is  in  Black  and  White." 
Yellotv  Jacket. 


CAN  you  imagine  tray 
upon  tray  of  candy  set 
before  you  to  choose  from, 
each  seemingly  more  lovely 
than  the  next?  Then,  to 
taste  one  piece  and  to  real- 
ize that  it  is  from  the  .  .  . 

GLADIE    CANDIE    $H€P 

614  CHURCH  ST.        GREENLEAF  0164 

EVAN$T€N 


COATS     ^^  jar  vis     gowns 

The  Original  " 

Cut-and'Fit  Shop'' 

Alterations 

Hemstitching 

PEARL  M.  JARVIS 

2020  Central  Street 

Telephone 

EVANSTON 

University  1535 

**  Then  what  care  we 

for  rain  and  weather. ." 

When  you're  in  a  mood  to  go  places, 
you  don't  want  to  be  stopped  by  a  sud- 
den downpour.  You  want  to  be  ready 
for  it. 

So  we  must  hurry  and  tell  you  about  the 
new  multicolored  rubberized  coats 
we've  just  gotten  in  from  New  York  or 
some  place  .  .  .  they're  simply  swell. 

Chanel  collar  (and  that  means  some- 
thing, even  in  rainy  weather!),  semi- 
military  effect,  high  waistline,  wide 
belt,  flared  skirt — everything  smart  like 
that. 

You  can't  go  just  anywhere  and  get  a 
coat  like  that  for  $5.95.  Try  it!  And 
then  come  to  Lord's  and  get  yours. 

Or  maybe  you'd  rather 

use  an  umbrella    -    - 

in  which  case  we  recommend  a  small, 
easily-carried  one  with  a  wide  protec- 
tive spread.  Silk,  every  bit  —  and 
straight  or  curved  handles  in  colors  to 
match  whatever  you  happen  to  be  wear- 
ing. $5. 


FOVNIAIN  3QyARL-  EVANSTON 


PATHONIZE     PARROT    AD VERTI$ER$-THEY     HAVE 
THE     BEST     Of     WHAT     VOL     WANT 


BOOKS: 

Chandler's,  Inc 31 

CIGARETTES: 

Chesterfield     1 

Lucky  Strike Back  Cover 

CONFECTIONS: 

Gladie  Candy  Shop 3 

Life  Savers 2 

DEPARTMENT  STORE: 

Lord's    3 

DINING  PLACES: 

North  Shore  Hotel  Coffee  Shop 30 

Women's  Exchange  Cafeteria 4 

CLEANING: 

Mourad  Bros.,  Inc 31 

FLOWERS: 

Alexander,  Florist 2 

London's 30 

John  Weiland    28 

GARAGE: 

Service  Garage Inside  Front  Cover 

JEWELER: 

Lee  Nelson 4 

LETTER  SERVICE: 

Active  Letter  Service 2 

Evanston  Letter  Service 29 


MAGAZINES: 

College  Humor    Inside  Back  Cover 

Purple  Parrot 32 

MEN'S  FURNISHINGS: 

Browning  King  8C  Co 28 

E.  S.  Ehmen Inside  Front  Cover 

Hecht-Lears,   Inc Inside  Back  Cover 

MISCELLANEOUS: 

Coca   Cola    27 

Western   Electric    6 

OPTICIAN: 

Aimer  Coe  &  Co 30 

PHOTOGRAPHER: 

Matzene  Studio   2 

PRINTING: 

Kap's  Print  Shop 28 

SHOES: 

Arch- Aid  Shoe  Shop 5 

Kotz  Shoe  Stores 32 

TRAVEL: 

French  Line 29 

WOMEN'S  WEAR: 

Eva  Karon  Schur,  Inc Inside  Back  Cover 

Edgar  A.  Stevens,  Inc Inside  Front  Cover 

Frank   Sullivan,   Inc 5 

Jarvis  Cut-and-Fit  Shop 3 

Lillian  Hat  Shop 29 


LEE  NELSON 

Jeweler — Optician 

1626  Orrington  Ave.        University  0461 

REPAIRING 


WCMEN'/  EXCHANGE 
CAEETECIA 

1627  Chicago  Avenue 

11:00  to  2:00  5:00  to  8:00 

SUNDAYS 

12:00  noon  to  8:00 


GIVE  US  ATRIAL 


P  U  R  P  L 

TRUE  CONFESSIONS 
Little  Sister:     Mother  says  the  storks 
bring  the  babies. 

Little  Brother:    There's  nothing  to  it; 
dad  says  it  was  just  a  lark. 

Airgiran. 


Nothing  fools  chilblains  like  a  wooden 


leg. 


Pathfinder. 


There  is  no  denying  that  woman  is 
more  efficient  than  man.  No  man  could 
battle  a  cold  with  a  four-inch  lace 
hanky!  Pathfinder. 


"Well,  I  gypped  the  laundry  this 
week." 

"Howzat." 

"Well,  the  bill  was  'Rags,  one  cent,' 
and  it  was  my  undershirt  all  the  time." 
Pohiter. 


"Whaffo'  you  sharpenin'  "at  razuh?" 

"Woman,  they's  a  paih  o'  gemmun's 

shoes  undeh  you  bed.     If  they  ain't  no 

nigguh   IN   them   shoes — Ah'm   gonna 

shave!"  Purple  Cow. 


Girls  are  like  final  examinations — 
they  keep  a  fellow  up  all  night  worry- 
ing about  them,  and  then  ask  the  most 
foolish  questions.  Voo  Doo. 


EXPERIENCED 

Sorority  Bride-to-be:  Will  you  be  an 
usher  at  my  wedding?  Have  you  had 
any  experience? 

Greek  Friend:  Do  I  know  anything 
about  weddinks?  Well,  I  guess.  I  sold 
ammunition  for  one  and  held  the  lan- 
tern for  another.  Frivol. 


Joining  a  fraternity  is  like  strip  poker, 
except  that  in  a  fraternity  house  you 
never  get  your  clothes  back. 

The  Ski-U-Mab. 


SPECIAL ! 

For  the  Co-ed 

Semi-Sheer 

Hose 

at 

<^.Callum    $195 

ARCH-AID    SHOE    SHOP 

529    Davis    Street,     EVANSTON 


PURPLE 


PARROT 


Map  your  road 
through  industry  NOfF! 


GUESSING  the  road  is  bad  business 
when  you  are  starting  on  your  life 
work. 

There  are  plenty  of  signs  in  your 
physical  and  mental  make-up  thatwill 
help  you  to  find  the  right  sort 
of  work  if  you'll  only  take  time 
to  study  them.  Your  likes  and 


dislikes,  your   natural   aptitudes,    all 

point  the  way  for  you  to  go  —  getting 

into  creative, statistical,  engineering  or 

sales-promotional  work . . .  Read  these 

signs  before  you  start  out  from  col- 

S5S2®^       lege!    Today,   more  than   ever 

before,  industry   requires   men 

who  have  found  themselves. 


18  8  2         MANUFACTURERS 


BELL        SYSTEM 


•NORTH  \X/EST£RN  •  UNIVCRSTT  Y- 


A  STUDY  IN  BLACK  AND 
WHITE 

Seven  cursing  sinners  kneeling  in  a  ring, 
Crap-shooting    gamblers,     drunk    with 

lust, 
Hands  on  money,  knees  in  dust. 
Rubbing  in  the  dust. 
Shouting  and  praying  and  blaspheming, 
Calling  Lady  Luck  to  turn  up  seven, 
"SEVEN!       ELEVEN!       COME     ON 

SEVEN!" 
Praying   to   the   Devil    and   calling   on 

Heaven 
Just  for  a  seven 
Or  a  five 
Or  a  nine. 

"Six's  my  point,  and  the  money's  mine! 
Seven,    now!      Come,    dice!      Find    it, 

honey! 
Four  and  three!     Fade  my  money! 
Fade  my  fifty!    Dice,  get  hot! 
SEVEN! 

SIX- ACE  TAKES  THE  POT!" 
Hands  on  money — knees  in  dust. 
Crap-shooting   fools,    and    drunk    with 

lust. 


Improve  this  sentence :  "A  big  crowd 
applauded  the  speaker." 

Improved:  "A  big  crowd  murdered 
the  speaker." 


"I  heard  that  you  were  slugged  by  a 
gang  last  night." 

"Yah!  That  temporary  deodorant 
ceased  to  protect." 


"What  kind  of  tea  do  you  want, 
black  or  green?" 

"It  doesn't  make  any  difference.  I'm 
color  blind." 


SENIOR  BALL  MEDITATIONS 

The  best  way  to  keep  the  ball  rolling 
is  to  come  to  it  well  wound  up. 

Song  for  the  morning  following  the 
dance:     "After  the  Ball  Was  Sober." 

A  boy  and  a  girl  were  sitting  motion- 
less and  lost  in  a  dark  corner.  They 
couldn't  find  their  ball  bearings. 

Marcus  Aurelius  gives  his  clothing  ad- 
vice to  women:  "Remember  this,  that 
very  little  is  needed  to  make  a  happy 
life." 

The  Shakespeare  student  cleans  her 
dress:  "Out,  damned  spot!  Out,  I 
say!" 

"Shoot  if  you  must  this  old  grey  head, 
but  spare  the  rod  and  spoil  the  child." 


BEG  YOUR  PARDON! 

We  printed  the  statement  that  Agnes 
Bluebell  attended  the  State  Fair  on 
Wednesday  and  died  there  by  a  para- 
lytic stroke.  Agnes  Bluebell  did  not 
attend  the  Fair.  The  Fair  was  not  held 
on  Wednesday.  And  Agnes  Bluebell 
has  been  confused  with  a  cow  of  the 
same  name  who  died  not  by  a  paralytic 
stroke,  but  by  a  stroke  of  an  ax.  Every- 
one realizes  that  a  great  mistake  was 
made. 

We  stated  that  Mrs.  Black  took  a 
trip  down  the  Mississippi  in  yesterday's 
paper.  The  journey  was  really  made  in 
her  uncle  Louey's  house  boat. 

The  Monday  train  did  not  arrive  on 
Tuesday  as  reported,  but  on  Friday. 
The  train  that  arrived  on  Tuesday  was 
the  Saturday  train  of  the  previous  week 
which  was  held  up  because  the  Thurs- 
day train  had  collided  with  the  one  of 
Wednesday.  We  wish  to  take  this  op- 
portunity to  compliment  the  railroad 
company  on  its  improvement  over  last 
year. 

It  was  reported  in  the  Daily  Blab  of 
March  31st  that  Mr.  Slaughter  was  the 
father  of  twins.  He  was  the  father  of 
triplets.  We  are  sorry  that  this  error 
has  occurred. 


BLACK  AND  BLUE 


A  negress  was  home  alone  when  her 
sister  came  home  unexpectedly.  She 
walked  to  the  head  of  the  stairs  and 
said,  "Who  dat?" 

Her  sister  did  not  know  there  was 
anyone  at  home.  Says  she:  "Who  dat 
dat  say  who  dat?" 

Whereupon  the  first  negress  replied: 
"Who  dat  dat  say  who  dat  when  I  say 
who  dat?" 


PURPLE 


PARROT 


NVSTEHIOLS  NATHIMONV 

by 
Gordon  Eabbitt 


D' 


well- 


ANFORD  SCOTT  was  not  the  kind  of  young 
man  to  be  stopped  by  a  mere  matter  of  money.  If 
Dot  was  going  to  require  that  he  present  a  bank 
account  of  $10,000  before  they  could  be  married, 
-10,000  he  would  have.  And  he  did  not  mean  to  waste 
his  youth  in  the  struggle  for  it,  either.  He  loved  Dot  too 
much  for  that.  And  besides,  what  is  $10,000  to  a  graduate 
of  Northwestern' s  Commerce  School?  Only  a  week  or  two 
at  the  most. 

But  the  first  week  had  already  passed,  and  Danford  was 
only  $65  closer  to  the  goal — his  week's  salary  of  $50  and  a 
bonus  of  $15  for  selling  two  more  electric  washers  than  any 
other  salesman  in  the  office  of  Bradford's  Electric  Washer 
Company.  His  former  assurance  had  begun  to  dwindle  just 
a  little  as  he  rode  home  on  the  elevated  that  Saturday  eve- 
ning. Perhaps  it  would  take  him  a  trifle  longer  than  he  had 
expected  at  first,  but  he  was  determined  to  get  hold  of  the  re- 
quired amount  in  a  month  or  so  at  least.  And  within  three 
months  he  and  Dot  would  be  living  out 
in  Ravinia.  He  could  guarantee  himself 
of  that  fact  now. 

Danford  had  bought  a  copy  of  the 
Chicago  Evening  News  before  he  left  the 
Loop,  but  he  had  been  so  engrossed  in 
the  difficulty  of  piling  up  $10,000  that 
it  had  lain  unopened  in  his  lap  all  the 
way  to  Howard  Street.  Here  a  man  sat 
down  in  front  of  him  and  began  to  read 
a  paper.  Over  the  reader's  shoulder,  Danford  was  awakened 
from  thought  by  a  two-column  headline  which  said:  "June 
Breaks  All  Previous  Marriage  Records."  Well,  Dot  and  he 
might  have  been  married  this  June,  too,  he  thought  petulantly, 
if  she  had  not  been  quite  so  particular  about  the  money  ques- 
tion. 

Urged  on  by  his  interest  in  the  headline,  Danford  opened 
his  own  paper  to  the  article  and 
began  to  read;  "Marriages  in 
Chicago  during  this  June  have  ex- 
ceeded those  of  any  previous  June. 
Church  weddings  were  the  most 
popular,  followed  closely  by  home 
weddings.  Fewer  public  wed- 
dings were  held  this  June  than 
any — " 

Public  weddings?  Well,  he 
didn't  blame  people  for  not  hav- 
ing the  old  love  knot  tied  before 
the  gawking  eyes  of  the  public. 
But  maybe  they  were  paid  for  be- 
ing married  in  public.  That 
would  be  a  different  matter.    May- 


ILLUSTRATED 
BY 

JOSEPHINE 
OEEIEN 


be — there,  he  had  it!  Let's  see,  he  speculated  excitedly — 
10,000  people  at  $1  apiece.  That  was  about  right,  and  not 
a  hard  deal  to  pull,  either. 

That  evening  he  drove  over  to  the  office  of  the  Coliseum 
Hall  and  met  the  manager. 

"How  many  seats  in  the  hall?"  Danford  asked. 
"A  few  over  16,000." 

"Well,  here's  the  dope,  manager,"  Danford  explained.  "I 
want  to  hire  the  whole  thing  for  next  Thursday  night.  How 
about  it?" 

"Money  talks,  young  fellow,"  the  manager  returned.  "Let's 
see  $2,000  and  the  place  is  yours." 

After  Danford  had  signed  the  contract  to  deliver  $2,000 
before  Wednesday,  he  hurried  over  to  Dot's  house.  He  knew 
that  she  would  never  consent  to  a  public  wedding.  But  then, 
why  did  she  need  to  know  that  it  was  going  to  be  public? 
All  she  required  was  $10,000,  and  he  would  be  fulfilling  his 
duty  when  he  produced  that  amount. 

As  they  strolled  along  the  lakeshore 
that  evening,  arm  in  arm,  watching  the 
moon  make  its  path  of  seething  gold 
across  the  water,  Danford  broached  the 
subject  again. 

"Dot,  won't  you  marry  me  just  as  I 
am?  Let's  forget  that  $10,000.  Won't 
you?" 

"Lm  sorry,  Danford,  but  we  must  have 
$10,000  so  that  we  can  be  happy.    Don't 


you  think  so,  too? 
"Well,    maybe,' 


'But   you'll 


Danford   returned    slowly, 
marry  me  as  soon  as  I  get  $10,000,  won't  you? 

"Why,  certainly." 

Danford  was  glad  to  have  this  most  important  arrange- 
ment settled.  No  one  can  give  a  show  without  actors;  and 
Dot  had  consented,  imconsciously,  to  be  one  of  the  cast  in 
his  show.  Danford  clinched  the  whole  matter  the  next  morn- 
ing by  calling  up  Jack  Meeter,  an  old  college  friend  who  had 
been  working  as  a  publicity  agent  down  in  the  Loop  for  sev- 
eral years. 

"You  see.  Jack,"  he  explained,  "all  I  want  out  of  the  deal 
is  $10,000  of  my  own  in  the  bank  by  Thursday  night  so  that 
Dot  will  consent  to  go  through  with  it.  The  rest  will  be 
yours.  Sell  the  tickets  for  as  much  as  you  please  and  sell  as 
many  as  you  want,  but  deliver  $10,000  to  me  by  Thursday." 

Jack  Meeter  gladly  took  the  deal  over  and  promised  Dan- 
ford his  share  of  the  money  as  early  as  Wednesday  night.  But 
Danford  could  not  wait  that  long  to  see  how  the  affair  was 
progres.<:ing.  He  stopped  off  at  Meeter's  apartment  the  next 
Sunday  afternoon. 

"How's  things  coming.  Jack?"  he  inquired  hurriedly  as 
Meeter  met  him  at  the  door. 


PURPLE 

"What's  the  big  rush?"  Meeter  asked  casually.  "Come 
in.  Thought  you  said  you  didn't  want  the  10,000 
spondulix  till  Thursday." 

•"Well,  I  don't,  but—" 

"No,  I  haven't  done  a  thing  yet.  We  don't  pull  the 
lid  off  till  tomorrow.    But  when  we  do,  look  out!" 

Danford  was  a  little  dubious,  however,  about  the 
whole  plan  as  he  made  his  way  over  to  Dot's  house  that 
night.  Did  Jack  think  he  could  swing  a  $10,000  pro- 
motion like  this  in  two  days?  He  wished  now  that  he 
had  managed  the  thing  himself.  But  he  had  enough 
to  do  to  line  up  the  cast  for  the  show  and  have  it  on 
hand  at  the  correct  moment. 

"Dot,"  he  ventured  as  they  sat  in  the  porch  swing, 
"if  I  should  get  $10,000  soon  somehow,  what  kind  of 
a  wedding  would  you  like  best?" 

"Oh,  a  nice  quiet  one,  Danford.  You  know — in  our 
own  home  here  with  just  a  few  friends.  I'd  love  that 
kind,  wouldn't  you?" 

"Well,  I  don't  know,  Dot,"  Danford  was  feeling  for 
words,  "wouldn't  it  be  kinda  nice  to  have  a  lot  of  peo- 
ple looking  on  and — " 

"I'd  hate  that,"  she  interrupted,  and  Danford  quickly 
changed  the  subject. 

Danford  was  up  early  the  next  morning — 
had  to  see  a  prospect  out  on  Diversey  Park- 
way before  eight  o'clock;  and  it  was  seven- 
thirty  when  he  began  to  gulp  his  morning  cup 
of  coffee  and  glance  through  the  Tribune. 
Fingering  through  the  paper,  he  came  to  a 
halt  on  page  five  which  was  entirely  filled 
with  one  blatant  advertisement.  In  large, 
black  letters  he  read : 


MYSTERIOUS  COUPLE  WILL  UNITE 
IN  MYSTERIOUS  WEDDING 

Coliseum  Hall  Thursday  night 

Admission — $  1 .00 

Meeter  had  pulled  off  the  lid  at  last!     As  Danford  boarded 
the  Diversey  Parkway  bus,  every  advertisement  inside  it  read: 

MYSTERIOUS  COUPLE  WILL  UNITE 
IN  MYSTERIOUS  WEDDING 

Coliseum  Hall  Thursday  night 

Admission — $  l  .00 
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n't  you 
afraid  we'll 
get  caught,  Dan- 
ford?"  Dot 
whispered. 


"Who  is  this  couple?" 

Men  were  walking  up  and  down  the  street  with  tall  signs 
which  read:  MYSTERIOUS  WEDDING.  Women  were 
gathered  in  little  groups  on  the  street  corners,  talking  and 
pointing  to  pamphlets  in  their  hands.  As  the  bus  stopped 
at  Diversey  and  Sheffield  Street,  a  boy  came  up  and  tossed  a 
handful  of  pamphlets  through  the  door.  Danford  picked  one 
up  and  read: 


Danford  looked  out  the  window  as  they  rode  along.  Every 
telephone  pole  bore  a  large  sign  announcing  the  mysterious 
wedding.  Large  banners  in  black  and  white  were  flung  across 
the  street,  and  on  them  were  printed :   Mysterious  Wedding. 

People  in  the  bus  were  talking  about  it. 

"What's  it  mean?" 

"Are  you  going?" 

"Sure,  I'm  getting  my  ticket  today." 


MYSTERIOUS  COUPLE  WILL  UNITE 
IN  MYSTERIOUS  WEDDING 

Yes,  Meeter  had  jerked  off  the  lid! 

When  Danford  reached  home  in  the  evening,  his  head  was 
ringing  with  these  words:  Aiysterious  Couple  Will  Unite  in 
Mysterious  Wedding.  Everyone  of  his  customers  had  asked 
him  if  he  was  going  to  the  mysterious  wedding  next  Thurs- 

9 


P  L  RPL 


PARROT 


day  night.  Newsboys  had  shouted  MYSTERIOUS  WED- 
DING in  his  ears  all  day  long.  For  every  article  he  had 
bought  that  day — cigarettes,  lunch,  tie,  shoe-shine — he  had 
received  a  little  slip  of  paper  which  read:  Mysterious  Couple 
Will  Unite  in  Mysterious  ]\"ectJiiig.  He  was  sick  of  mysteri- 
ous weddings! 

After  dinner,  as  Danford  was  dressing  to  go  over  to  Dot's, 
the  doorbell  rang,  and  when  he  opened  it,  there  stood  Jack 
Meeter,  all  smiles. 

"Well,  Danford,  mysterious  couple  will  unite  in  mysteri- 
ous wedding,"  he  said  in  a  monotone  as  he  slapped  Danford 
on  the  back. 

"Mysterious,  hell!"  Danford  snapped.  "Who  said  this  was 
going  to  be  mysterious,  anyhow?" 

"Well,  it's  all  a  mystery  to  Dot,  isn't  it.'"  Meeter  winked. 
"Will  $10,000  fix  everything  up?"  As  he  asked  this,  he 
pulled  a  $10,000  check  from  his  pocket  and  handed  it  to  Dan- 
ford who  remained  speechless,  staring  at  the  check. 

"Twelve  thousand  tickets  sold  on  the  first  day.  You  won't 
have  to  worry  about  an  audience  at  least."  With  these  words 
he  walked  out  the  door,  leaving  Danford  to  read  and  reread 
the  check. 

Dot  was  standing  on  the  porchsteps  with  a  paper  in  her 
hands  as  Danford  strode  up  the  walk  an  hour  later. 

"Are  we  going?"  she  asked,  pointing  to  a  one-page  adver- 
tisement which  read: 

MYSTERIOUS  COUPLE  WILL  UNITE 
IN  MYSTERIOUS  WEDDING 

"Ah-er,  do  you  want  to  go?"  Danford  finally  stammered. 

"Sure,"  Dot  returned,  "I  wonder  who  this  mysterious  cou- 
ple is?" 

"They  might  be  friends  of  ours,"  Danford  suggested. 
"Sure,  we'll  go." 

With   growing   misgiving,   Danford   awaited  the  one  and 
only  performance  of  his  own  show.     He  had  deposited  the 
$10,000  in  the  Illinois  Trust  and  had  received  a  little,  gold- 
backed  book  to  show  Dot  when  the   psychological 
moment  arrived.     Articles  had  appeared  in  the  news- 
papers each  morning  and  evening,  speculating  as  to 
the  identity  of  the  MYSTERIOUS  COUPLE.     The 
tickets,   Danford  learned   from  Meeter,  had  topped 
the  16,000  mark.     Danford  Scott,  who  had 
won  many  a  business  battle  without  a  qualm, 
experienced  a  sickening  feeling  in  his  throat 
as  he  called  for  Dot  on  Thursday  night. 

Dot  was  pretty  that  evening  in  a  light 
blue  silk  dress  and  a  white  coat.  Her  hat 
was  white,  too,  and  close-fitting  so  that  only 
a  few  stray  blonde  curls  stole  from  under- 
neath it.  Not  an  exactly  appropriate  cos- 
tume for  a  public  wedding,  Danford  conjec- 
tured, but  mighty  pretty  just  the  same. 

"The    Coliseum,"    Danford    ordered    the 
taxi-driver,    and   they   started   on   their   last 
ride  as  merely  sweethearts.     At  least,  Dan- 
ford thought  so. 
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'This  mysterious  couple  must  be  horrid  persons,"  Dot  be- 
gan. "Think  of  it!  16,000  people  watching  them  be  mar- 
ried!" 

"That  wouldn't  be  so  bad,"  Danford  suggested.  "They  can 
imagine  that  they're  actors  on  the  stage."  But  he  thought  to 
himself,  "Yes,  just  think — 16,000  people  watching  US  be 
married!"     And  he  shuddered  a  little  at  the  prospect. 

Neither  of  them  said  any  more  for  several  minutes.  They 
passed  the  Tribune  Tower  on  Michigan  Boulevard,  and  Dan- 
ford knew  that  the  psychological  moment  had  arrived  for  him 
to  present  his  small,  gold-backed  book. 

"Dot,"  he  said,  reaching  in  his  inside  pocket  for  the  bank- 
book, "I  have  something  to  show  you."  But  the  book  was 
not  there.  Had  he  forgotten  it?  Desperately  he  thrust  his 
hand  deeply  into  the  pocket.  There  were  a  great  many  papers 
there  that  he  had  forgotten  to  remove  before  he  left  home — 
material  concerning  a  new-style  Bradford  washer.  Panic- 
stricken,  he  plunged  his  hand  into  his  trouser  pocket.  A  broad 
smile  of  relief  spread  over  his  face  as  he  pulled  the  book  out 
and  handed  it  to  Dot.  Another  block  to  go  and  they  would 
be  at  the  Coliseum  Hall. 

"How  about  it.  Dot?"  he  asked  nervously. 
She  blinked  twice  at  the  entry  of  $10,000  as  if  doubting  her 
eyesight.  She  suddenly  threw  her  arms  about  Danford's  neck 
and  kissed  him  repeatedly  on  the  mouth  and  cheeks.  At  the 
same  time  she  was  muttering,  "Oh,  Dannie,  you  dear!  Now 
we  can  be  married.    You  dear!    You  dear!" 

These  words  were  more  than  welcome  to  Danford,  espe- 
cially if  she  meant  the  emphasis  to  fall  on  the  word  "now," 
for  they  had  just  arrived  at  the  Coliseum.  Once  before  in 
their  lives  they  remembered  having  seen  more  people  trying 
to  crowd  into  one  spot,  and  that  was  the  Dempsey-Tunney 
fight.  People  were  struggling  into  the  Coliseum  like  dead 
leaves  into  a  fence  corner.  Men,  women,  children,  all  nudg- 
ing and  pulling  at  one  another. 

"Has  anyone  seen  the  mysterious  couple  yet?" 

"How  are  they  dressed?" 

"I'll  bet  they  come  in  an  airplane." 

These  were  a  few  of  the  remarks  that  Danford 
and  Dot  heard  as  they  elbowed  through  the 
crowd.  They  were  nearing  the  door.  It  would 
never  do  to  get  caught  in  the  rush  inside. 

"Say,  Dot,"  Danford  pulled  her  to  one  side,  "I 
know  how  we  can  get  a  good  seat.  Let's 
wait  here  a  few  minutes  and  go  in  the 
side  door.    What  do  you  say?" 

"You  know  best,"  Dot  answered,  and 
they  waited. 

Ten  minutes  passed  and  the  crowd  be- 
gan to  thin  away.  Finally,  people  ceased 
coming  altogether,  and  Danford  said, 
"Now's  our  chance." 

Walking  down  the  side  of  the  build- 
ing, they  entered  a  narrow,  green  door 
marked  "Stage." 

"Aren't  you  afraid  we'll  get  caught, 
Danford?  "  Dot  whispered. 

(Continued  on  page  50) 
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THE  TRUTH  IN  BLACK  AND 
WHITE 

All  the  Dirt  About — Columbus 

Of  course  you  know  all  about  Chris- 
topher. You  know  why  Queen  Isabella 
hocked  her  diamond  tiaras  to  get  him 
out  of  the  country,  but  have  you  heard 
why  he  named  his  ships  Nina  and 
Maria? 

Nina  had  black  hair,  and  sooty  black 
eyes.  She  was  the  kind  of  a  girl  you 
could  take  anywhere,  but  you  wouldn't 
want  to.  You  stayed  home  with  her, 
and  turned  the  lights  in  her  father's 
hacienda  lower  than  that,  and — er — a 
— talked.  Columbus  named  his  fastest 
ship  after  Nina. 

Maria  was  different.  You  had  to 
take  Maria  out.  She  expired  if  she 
didn't  get  to  see  the  latest  bull-fight. 
She  was  the  reason  Columbus  was  per- 
petually broke. 

Christopher  was  kept  so  busy  staying 
home  with  Nina  and  going  out  with 
Maria  that  he  almost  neglected  his  du- 
ties to  the  Queen.  To  make  him  forget 
these  two  senoritas,  Isabella  decided  to 
let  him  be  a  sailor  and  find  sweethearts 
in  a  few  more  ports. 

You  all  remember  how  Columbus 
bought  Chicago  from  Sitting  Bull  for 
a  pint  of  gin,  but  your  history  books 
probably  omitted  the  details  of  his  love 
affair  with  Pocahontas. 

Christopher  had  gone  down  to  Peoria 
for  the  week-end  to  buy — well,  what 
does  one  go  to  Peoria  to  buy? — and  he 
met  Pocahontas  on  a  blind  date.  When 
he  took  her  home  at  three  A.  M.,  her 
father,  Powhatan,  met  them  at  the  door 
of  the  wigwam. 

"Pocey,"  he  said  sternly,  "didn't  I 
tell  you  to  be  home  at  9:30?  And  what 
have  I  told  you  about  these  travelling 
men?  You — "  he  said  to  Christopher, 
in  the  Esperanto  both  understood — 
"You  will  be  burned  at  the  stake!" 

"The  British  are  coming!"  yelled 
Columbus. 

And  that's  why  he  went  back  to 
Spain  after  seeing  America  first. 


Black:  What  is  the  latest  thing  in 
formal  wear? 

White:  My  girl  friend — on  a  Satur- 
day night. 


"Now,  children,  if  you're  real  good  I'll  let  you  see  some  Phi  Beta  Kappa 


BLACK  LIST 

1.  The  lad  who  drives  his  girl  out  to 
dinner  and  on  returning  tries  to 
squeeze  out  the  fare. 

2.  The  instructor  who  marks  by  per- 
centages. 

3.  The  wise  guy  who  dumped  the 
rocks  about  the  campus  one  dark 
night. 

4.  The  girl  who  sings  better  than  she 
dances — while  she  dances. 


And  then  there's  the  Scotchman  who 
fed  his  children  alphabet  soup  so  they 
wouldn't  have  to  go  to  school. 


THE  WILD  COLLEGE  GIRL 

They  say  ignorance  is  bliss — guess  for 
yourself.  Poor  Mr.  Cros  lectured  for 
forty  minutes  on  the  fact  that  a  good 
many  French  authors  had  set  their  stories 
in  the  disorderly  houses  of  Paris.    After 

class,  innocence  personified  by * 

said  in  a  high  treble,  "I  just  can't  see 
why  it's  so  important  that  all  the  men 
wrote  about  messy,  untidy  houses.  I 
know  I'd  have  a  disorderly  house." 
What  can  one  do?    What  can  one  do? 

*  Name  on  request. 


Inscription  on  the  golf-player's  tomb- 
stone:   THE  LAST  HOLE. 


Mary  had  a  little  lamb. 

Its  fleas  were  white  as  snow. 

And  everywhere  that  Mary  went. 
The  fleas  were  sure  to  go. 
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DRAMA 


Ey  Allan  A,  Edelson      ^ 


The  play  which  the  Goodman  theatre 
is  making  for  10,000  subscribers  pre- 
sents an  opportune  opening  for  every- 
one, so  inchned,  to  decorate  the  scenery 
with  high-sounding  superlatives  of  this 
finest  of  repertory  companies  in  these 
dramatic  backwoods.  Charles  Collins 
tells  it  in  the  TheMie  Aits  Alonthly:  "It 
has  grown  beautifully.  Within  four 
years,  the  first  two  of  which  were  marked 
with  fumbling  experimentation,  the 
Goodman  has  become  an  art  theatre  of 
distinction.  It  has  not  yet  reached  its 
true  goal  in  the  matter  of  acting,  for 
the  pay-roll  has  limitations ;  but  in  decor, 
in  vitality  of  spirit,  in  eagerness  of  am- 
bition, it  has  arrived.  When  in  Mos- 
cow, one  inevitably  goes  to  the  Seagull : 
and  when  in  Chicago  one  should  just 
as  inevitably  go  to  the  Goodman." 

Under  the  versatile  direction  of 
Thomas  Wood  Stevens,  the  theatre  is  al- 
ways imaginative,  but  now  it  is  begin- 
ning to  show  where  it  wants  to  go. 
Whitford  Kane,  one  of  the  most  lovable 
of  the  country's  actors,  B.  Iden  Payne, 
for  the  standard  English  drama  like  The 
Rivals,  and  Hubert  Osborne  for  the  more 
recent  radicalism,  as  in  The  Makropoti- 
los  Secret,  form  a  strong  staff  of  direc- 
tors. The  scenic  work  of  Leslie  Marzolf, 
especially  in  the  latter  play  and  Romeo 
and  ]uliet,  is  winning  approbation  far 
from  Chicago. 

Last  year  many  took  first  notice  of  the 
theatre  when  The  Golem  and  Six  Char- 
acters in  Search  of  an  Author  were  given. 
This  season  has  seen  a  peculiar  haughty 
eagerness  which  made  every  play  refresh- 
ing. A  Romeo  and  J»liet  of  unusual 
length  began  it,  and  was  followed  by 
The  Alakropoidos  Secret,  whose  modern- 
istic finish,  scenically  and  histrionically, 
showed  what  could  be  done  with  a 
Broadway  failure.  Mr.  Stevens'  rousing 
restoration  of  Tour  du  Monde  and  then 
Paul  Green's  The  Field  God,  with  its 
pointed  religion,  came  next.  Holiday. 
by  Philip  Barry,  found  the  company  with 
its  first  piece  that  would  have  "gone 
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sure"  on  the  commercial  stage.  And 
Mary  Agnes  Doyle  as  Mrs.  Malaprop  set 
up  something  for  Mrs.  Fiske  to  shoot  at. 
Kolpack  Must  Dance  is  the  imposing 
name  of  the  Hungarian  play  which  Mr. 
Osborne  will  offer  when  this  is  in  print. 

The  City  Haul  (Cort)  is  a  neat  farce 
which  may  suffer  from  close  analogy  to 
The  Front  Page.  Herbert  Rawlinson, 
erstwhile  matinee  hero  for  our  mothers 
and  big  sisters,  clicks  as  a  sort  of  Mr. 
"Dapper"  Walker,  mayor,  a  kind  soul 
with  a  weakness  for  municipal  wampum. 
The  play  is  gross  and  loud,  but  it  packs 
an  extraordinary  surprise  (unless  I  am 
a  sucker)  at  the  finish  of  the  second  act, 
when  most  of  us  are  satisfied  with  a  cli- 
max which  finds  the  mayor  in  the  hands 
of  a  pair  of  bobbies  who  look  as  though 
they  had  just  come  from  tea  with  a  like 
number  of  Orangemen. 


e    OIOH'T 


Mr.  White's  tenth  Scandals  (Grand), 
although  they  lose  by  comparison  with 
other  revues  of  the  same  name,  are 
worth  seeing  nevertheless.  It  would  be 
easy  to  type  a  stickful  of  recent  revues 
that  could  push  it  to  oblivion.  Separated 
from  Willie  Howard  and  his  pointed 
impersonations,  the  show  would  be  just 
one  big  undress.  While  I  am  on  the 
subject,  I  would  appreciate  a  letter  from 
any  one,  publicity  generals  included,  ex- 
plaining why  revues,  if  the  main  object 
is  to  artistically  undress  the  glorious  girl, 
do  not  simply  go  ahead  and  do  that  little 
thing.  Instead,  a  troupe  of  vacuous 
blondes  called  "Cerise  Peacock  at  the 
Pump,"    or    "Cyngette    and   the    Seven 


Dumplings"  parade  fro  and  yon  in 
floppy  creations  which  annoy  the  people 
who  hear  altogether  too  much  about  this 
pain-in-the-wallet  called  fashion.  Please 
to  help  me  find  the  colored  man  in  the 
w  -  -  dp  -  le. 


Yet  another  farce  is  She's  No  Lady 
(Harris),  which  is  Charley's  Aunt  with 
jerky  doses  of  Havelock  Ellis,  Miss  Hall, 
and  Kraft-Ebbing.  Lynne  Overman 
does  the  skirt-pants  act,  passing  as  a 
wooden  chaperon  for  a  pretty  gal  in 
Paris,  France.  The  he-she  goes  into  vio- 
lent conniptions  every  time  the  girl  (who 
doesn't  know  what  the  audience  knows, 
get  it?)  mentions  undies  and  threatens 
to  show  her  own ;  but  by  the  time  the 
middle  act  curtain  is  due,  the  two  are 
well  set  for  a  nice  clean  intermission  in 
one  bed.  If  Mr.  Overman  would  con- 
sent to  prevent  his  mouth  from  doing 
feminine  maneuvers,  and  if  he  would 
watch  Julian  Eltinge  for  about  53  weeks, 
I  might  still  be  dubious  that  he  could  be 
mistaken  for  a  female  in  a  crowd,  at 
night,  by  a  blind  person  who  suffers  from 
lack  of  hearint;. 


Queenie  Smith  is — for  want  of  com- 
petition at  press  time — the  most  natural 
and  honest  of  musical  comedy  sweet- 
hearts. Whether  she  is  a  blue  tulip  em- 
bellished with  white,  or  a  street  kid  ped- 
dling nosegays,  Queenie  always  puts  us 
in  mind  of  Mrs.  Klotz's  Minnie,  what  is 
never  stuck-up.  The  tiny  star  in  The 
Street  Singer  (Apollo)  will  sing  slowly 
of  her  dream  man  .  .  .  "and  if  I  find 
him.  111  love  him,  I'll  love  him,"  and 
then  in  staccato  with  a  characteristic 
grimace — "Geez,  I'll  kill  'um."  That's 
Queenie.  A  fast  company  is  with  her  to 
work  out  the  details  of  the  Cinderella 
story;  especially  so  is  the  exceptional 
electric  platoon  of  dancers  that  stam- 
pedes with  gasping  vigor  and  spirit. 
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THE  TRUTH  IN  BLACK  AND  WHITE 


All  the  Dirt  About- 

"Red"  Riding  Hood  was  one  of  those 
infant  prodigies — you've  heard  the 
stories  about  her  as  a  httle  girl,  of 
course.  She  went  out  with  a  Sigma  Nu, 
however,  and  grew  up. 

"Red"  Riding  Hood  was  as  danger- 
ous a  redhead  as  Clara  Bow  thinks  she 
is.  She  had  inherited  the  big  blue  eyes 
and  the  huge  appetite  from  her  grand- 
mother. She  still  had  the  habit  of  talk- 
ing to  strangers  that  made  her  encounter 
with  the  wolf  famous,  and  she  was  al- 
ways bringing  home  a  hobo,  a  criminal, 
or  a  college  boy. 

After  everyone  had  told  her  she  made 
the  famous  Bow  seem  like  30  degrees 
below  zero,  "Red"  statted  for  Holly- 
wood. She  bought  a  saw  to  pitch  her 
voice,  contracted  a  severe  cold,  and 
learned  to  lisp  through  her  nose.  Every- 
one predicted  she'd  be  a  riot  in  the 
talkies. 

In  the  transcontinental  plane  she  met 
a  man  who  had  known  her  in  New  Or- 
leans. (Neither  of  them  had  ever  been 
in  New  Orleans,  but  what's  that  be- 
tween friends?)      He  was  very  charm- 


-Red  Riding  Hood 

ing,  and  promised  to  call  her  up  after 
they  reached  Hollywood. 

"Red's"  first  intetview  was  with  a 
producer,  who  sat  behind  his  Holly- 
wood Morning  Star  when  she  entered 
his  office.  Since  he  was  entirely  invis- 
ible, "Red's"  ordinary  line  was  almost 
inapropos,  but  she  began  it. 

"What  nice  hair  you  have,"  she 
cooed. 

"Yes,  it  helps  when  I  play  the  piano." 

"What  a  nice  voice  you  have." 

"Thank  you,  I  used  to  be  a  telephone 
operator." 

"How  tall  you  are!" 

"Yes,  I  shave  every  morning." 

"I  like  your  eyes.  They  say  nice 
things." 

"You're  right.  They  say  I'm  going 
to   make  you   a   star   overnight,    Red." 

Her  friend  of  the  plane  appeared 
from  behind  the  newspaper. 

That,  children,  is  why  Red  Riding 
Hood  played  the  Countess  de  Garlique, 
in  "Many  Scents,"  and  why  she  still 
speaks  to  strangers.  F.  G. 


^0fttii?r 


A  GENTLEMAN  SWALLOWING   HIS 
PRIDE 

HIST!  AN  UNCENSORED  TALE 

A  dark  car  was  parked  on  the  campus 
road  near  the  ftiendly  lake.  Of  course 
the  campus  road  had  no  lights  along  it. 
Occasionally  the  car  creaked  as  if  some- 
one had  suddenly  moved  inside.  Jake, 
the  faithful  campus  cop,  crept  cautiously 
toward  the  car,  darkened  flashlight  in 
hand.  Jake  knew  his  duties  and  was 
very  conscientious  about  them.  He  was 
almost  oveiconscientious  about  this  par- 
ticular duty. 

As  he  came  closer  he  thought  he  could 
hear  the  faint  rustle  of  clothes  and  see 
the  car  sway  slightly.  Perhaps  it  was 
just  the  waves  on  the  shore  and  the  mov- 
ing shadows.  He  could  now  distinguish 
the  familiar  black  and  white  automobile 
of  Roscoe,  the  campus  Sheik.  Jake  was 
almost  there.  It  creaked  and  he  could 
hear  a  mufiled  panting,  as  if  someone 
were  struggling.  Dutiously,  he  seized 
the  door  and  threw  it  open,  flashing  his 
light  inside. 

But  Jake  was  mistaken.  It  was  not 
Roscoe  and  his  girl.  No  indeed.  Jake 
was  wrong.  It  was  Roscoe  and  his  room- 
mate's girl. 

P.  K. 


"There  it  is,  mister,  right  in  front  of  you." 


Blotto  I: 

Blotto  II: 

Blotto  I: 

Blotto  II: 


Ish  that  you,  you? 

No,  ish  my  roommate. 
How  do  you  know? 

Caush  I  got  his  closh  on. 
13 
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Nine  years  ago  this  month  the  Pur- 
ple Parrot  was  brought  into  the 
■world.  Its  swaddling  cloth  was  a  mime- 
ographed sheet,  its  nurse  was  Elsie  Tich- 
enor,  and  its  sponsor  was  Ro  Ku  Va 
Honorary  Sorority.  Its  growth  was  fast, 
and  after  two  months  the  bird  was  able 
to  fly  about  on  its  own  wings.  We  are 
celebrating  its  ninth  birthday  anniver- 
sary with  a  Black  and  White  Number. 

Smoking  rooms  for  girls,  girls  cam- 
paigning for  a  woman  who  wishes  to 
become  a  senator,  parking  problems, 
talking  pictures,  radios,  new  stop  lights, 
dutch-dating,  Student  Congresses,  Joint 
Shows,  sorority  houses — no,  when  Polly 
came  out  of  its  half-cracked  shell  it  didn't 
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have  to  worry  about  them.  People  were 
different.  Times  were  different.  But  it 
was  these  changes  that  made  Polly  grow, 
for  it  gave  her  something  new  about 
which  to  wise-crack.  Continue  chang- 
ing Polly's  environment  and  she  will 
never  grow  old. 

Humor  is  a  funny  thing.  It  is  a  half- 
witted old  lady  in  dusty  black  clothes 
who  seems  to  have  as  one  of  her  aims 
the  prevention  of  change.  Nine  years 
ago  she  donned  short  skirts  and  made 
them  seem  ridiculous.  Today  she  does 
the  same  thing  with  long  ones.  What 
can  a  poor  girl  do?  Old  Lady  Humor 
is  not  consistent.  She  is  swept  along 
with  the  present.    Little  does  she  realize 


that  when  she  attempts  to  prevent  change 
she  is  tickling  herself  to  death. 

A  Black  and  White  Number  seems  a 
fitting  place  in  which  to  announce  the 
pledging  of  the  following  men  to  Ham- 
mer and  Coffin  Honorary  Humor  Fra- 
ternity: Irving  Breger,  Earl  Johnson, 
Arthur  Knuepfer,  and  Richard  Oldberg. 
These  men  have  been  selected  because 
of  outstanding  work  on  the  art  and  edi- 
torial staffs  of  the  Purple  Parrot. 


Next  Month 

BIG  BUSINESS  NUMBER 

Send  Contributions  to 

101  University  Hall 


PURPLE 


PARROT 


NEWS  SCENTS 


WIS-BITS 


ONLY  THIS— "Swimmers  Meet  In- 
diana Meremen."  (Daily  Northwest- 
ern, February  19.) 

MURDER  IN  THEIR  EYES— 
"Crime  Is  Object  of  Reconciliation 
Trip."  (Evanston  News-Index,  Febru- 
ary 27.) 

PENNILESS — "Lincoln  Bust  in  Lon- 
don."    {Pathfinder,  March  1.) 


STARTS  AVIARY — -"A  stork  shower  A  group  of  public-spirited   citizens, 

was  given  to  Mrs.  V some  days  noticing  the  ill-effects  of  road-side  ad- 
age." (Chicago  Belparker,  March  13.)  vertising  on  the  nation's  beauty,  has  re- 
cently erected  499,406  wooden  post-no- 
GETTING    'EM    YOUNG— "Green      bills  signs  throughout  the  state. 

Pledges  Aid  to  Lewis  in  Miners'  Re- 


volt."   (Chicago  Tribune,  March  18.) 

BLOCKING  TRAFFIC— "Pushed  Out 
Blindfolded    on    Road;    Is    Home." 

(Chicago  Tribune,  March  18.) 


Spit  is  a  horrible  word,  but  it's  a  hell 
of  a  lot  worse  on  the  eye  lid. 

Even  your  best  friends  tell  on  you. 


BRING  ON  THE  TOWELS— '"Wet 
Witness  on  Stand  'Voices  Enmity  of 
Saloon."     (Chicago  Post,  March  4.) 


SOMETHINGS  WRONG  —  "Nab 
Ex-Pastor  Who  Confesses  Running 
Still."     (Chicago  Post,  March  21.) 


It's  a  short  road  that  has  no  speed 
cops. 


TRACK  MEET— "A  Norman  Hart- 
nell  party  frock  for  spring,  in  light 
green,  has  a  low  flounce  made  of  tulle 
ruffles  that  run  zig-zag  up  and  down  an 
accordion-plaited  deep  flounce  of  the 
green  tulle."     (Chicago  Post,  March  5.) 

WHAT  TO  DO  WITH  EM.'— 
"The  best  comic  lady  was  won  by  Mrs. 

J ,  and  second  by  Mrs.  W 

of  Chicago."  (Daily  Post-Tribune,  La- 
Salle,  111.,  March  5.) 

SOAKED— "Capital  Hostess  In  Oil.  " 
(Chicago  Neivs,  March  5.) 

HARD  ON  THE  STOCKINGS— 
"Hose  Rally  in  Ninth  Brings  in  Ty- 
ing Run."  (Chicago  News,  March 
11.) 

PORTER!— "Chicago  Team  Ready  for 
Fight  for  High  Berth."  (Chicago 
News.  March  11.) 

BOXED — "Find  Man,  Girl  Missing  a 
Year  in  Liquor  Case."  (Chicago 
Tribune,  March  11.) 

OVER  THE  HEAD— "Duce  Calls  on 
U.  S.  Envoy  and  Breaks  a  Record." 
(Chicago  Tribune,  March  13.) 

OH,   SENORITA!— "Senorita  J 

of  Costa  Rica  refuses  to  wear  scant  at- 
tire at  pageant."  (Chicago  Tribune, 
March  13.) 


AUTOMATONS— "Automobiles  Fight 
Crime."  (Chicago  American,  March 
22.) 

SEAT  WARMER— "Favor  Parker  for 
Bench."  (Chicago  American,  March 
22.) 

REINFORCED  WINDPIPES— "Broad- 
casters Facing  Revision  in  Air  Chan- 
nels."     (Chicago  News,  March  24.) 

GET  THE  KNIFE  —  "Lost  —  Plain 
Kappa  pin.  Name  inside  Evelyn  John- 
son." —  (Daily  Northwestern,  March 
27.) 


Then  there  are  painless  dentists  and 
truthful  dentists. 


When  in  Morton  Grove,   do  as  the 
Grovelers  do. 


Pliny  said  that  in  wine  there  is  truth. 
Gosh,  what  they  won't  make  it  out  of. 


Anyway,  you  just  got  to  believe  the 
anti-pleasure  societies  when  they  say  that 
smoking  stunts  the  mentality  and  warps 
the  natutal  powers.  Ain't  Coolidge  get- 
ting a  dollar  a  word  while  Dawes  has 
got  to  be  ambassador  to  England? 


"Fust  yo'  claims  to  be  a  dahk  hawse,  an' 


yo'  eats  up  dem  straw  votes,     'Taint  no  use." 
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JUST  AN  INNOCENT  GRANDPARENT 


'Bang  went  my  gun,  and  another  baby  red- 
skin bit  the   busty 


THE  CHASE 

She  crept  upon  her  victim  with  a  deadly 
glare, 

Making  not  a  sound  to  break  the  still- 
ness of  the  air. 

With  flaming  eye  and  noiseless  step, 
she  grimly  held  her  breath, 

Hovering  near  her  hated  foe — intent  on 
sudden  death. 

She  seemed  a  tigress,  stalking  prey  be- 
neath a  jungle  tree; 

Yet  no  tigress  in  any  land  was  half  so 
fierce  as  she. 

She  raised  the  bloodstained  weapon  in 
her  white  and  clenched  hand. 

And  struck  with  all  the  power  she  had 
at  her  command. 

The  lamp  fell  off  the  table  and  crashed 
upon  the  chair, 

Yet  little  did  she  notice  it,  or  little  did 
she  care. 

She  raised  her  gory  weapon  with  a  wild 
and  lusty  cry, 

As  she  gazed  upon  the  remnants  of  an- 
other swatted  fly. 

F.  P.  B. 


And  then  there's  the  one  about  the 
colored  fraternity  which  cast  a  white 
ballot. 


'Thay,  grampsth,  can  I  climb  on 
your  lap  and  tell  you  a  sthory? 

"Onceth  upon  a  time  there  wastha 
funny  little  bald  guy.  Thay  how  do  you 
thspo'-'^  you'd  look  if  you  wath  bald? 
(She  reaches  up  and  pulls  two  fistfuls 
from  scant  crop  on  gentleman's  head.) 
Gee,  grandfather,  you'd  make  a  sthwell 
bald  man.  (Gazes  adoringly  at  near- 
bald  pate.) 

"Thisth  bald  guy  wath  walking  down 
the  thstreet  and  he  wath  looking  up  at 
the  birdth  in  the  treeth  coth  it  wath 
thswping  and  they  wath  all  thsingin' 
away.  And  guesth  what  happened?  A 
big  old  blue  jay  came  down  from  the 
treeth  and  thay,  he  took  histh  clawth 
and  scratched  the  bald  guy's  eyes  out. 
(Little  girl  takes  both  of  grandfather's 
eyes  out  by  means  of  sharp  nails  and 
scrooging  twists.) 


'The  poor  old  guy  felt  pretty  bad,  I 
thspose,  don't  you?  Then  he  walked  on 
and  he  met  hith  dentisth  and  hith  den- 
tisth  said,  'Thay,  Misther,  why  haven't 
you  come  to  thee  me?  Leth  have  a  look 
at  your  teeth.'  The  poor  old  man 
opened  hith  mouth  and  the  dentisth  re- 
moved hith  teeth."  (Little  girl  forces 
grandfather's  jaws  apart  and  removes 
his  teeth,  and  then  she  laughs  at  the 
spectacle.) 

Just  then  little  girl's  mother  comes  in, 
sees  what  has  happened  and  tells  her 
that  because  of  her  badness  her  grand- 
father can  not  give  her  the  accustomed 
daily  ration  of  candy.  Little  girl  screams 
loudly  and  vigorously  so  mother  takes 
back  the  recent  ultimatum — after  all, 
she's  a  cute  kid  and  grandfather  is  only 
a  father-in-law.  Marion  Fry. 


This  month's  poorest  seller — "WHAT 
A  YOUNG  GIRL  SHOULD  KNOW." 
16 


'What  would  you  do  if  I  asked  you  to  be  my  husband?" 
'I'd  jump  at  the  chance." 


P  L  RP  L 


R  ROT 


SONNY  BOY'S  DIARY 


Mar.    1st — Mother   and   Dad   came   in 

town. 
Mai:   2nd — Went   to   an   uplift   league 

lecture  with  Dad. 
Mar.    3rd — Mother   went    through   my 

correspondence  and  threw  a  fit. 
Mar.  4th — Dad  had  a  talk  with  my  ad- 
visor and  cut  my  allowance. 
Mar.   6th — Found  a  picture  of  a  keen 

blonde  in  Dad's  overcoat. 
Aiar.  1th — Double  allowance. 
Mar.  9th — Folks  left  town  and  a  lot  of 

advice. 
Mar.  10th — Fight. 
Mar.  nth — Cut  classes. 
Mar.  12  th — Fight. 
Mar.  13th — Went  out  with  Peg  but  got 

back  in  time  for  my  eight  o'clock. 
Mar.     15th — Went    to    church    for    a 

change  but  missed  the  collection  box 

— had  to  walk  home. 
Mar.  17th — St.  Patrick's  Day — Attended 

an  old  fashioned  reunion  in  Morton 


Grove.     Ordered  orangeade. 
Mar.   19th— Took  a  K.   D.  out   for  a 

ride  in  a  roadster.    Spent  the  evening 

under  the  affects  of  the  moon. 
Mar.    20th — Met    three    Kappas    at    a 

black    and    tan    dive.      Check    and 

double  check. 
Mar.  21st — Paid  six  bucks  for  a  fifth  of 

Canada  Gin. 
Mar.  24th — Eyesight  returned. 
Mar.  26th — Got  a  job  helping  a  milk- 
man.     I   never  want   to  be   a  night 

watchman. 
Mar.  27th — Had  to  make  the  milk  route 

alone. 
Mar.    28th — Cut   all   classes — Quit   my 

job. 
Mar.  29th — Tried  to  sneak  out  of  the 

Tri  Delt  house  at   1   P.  M.  without 

being  heard. 
Mar.  30th — Changed  to  Old  Golds. 
Mar.  31st — Got  a  job  peddling  ice — to 

be  continued.  A.  K. 


"Vast  color,  ole  man — fast  color!" 

POEMS  RAISED  FROM 
PRACTICALLY  NOTHING 

Father,  on  his  stein  of  beer, 
Left  a  notice,  "I  spit  here." 
Little  Willie,  passing  by. 
Left  another:     "So  did  I." 

Little  Willie,  cunning  kid. 
Watched  his  mama's  roadster  skid. 
"Mama!     Careful  with  that  wreck! 
You  might  break  your  godam  neck!" 

Willie  slugged  his  little  sister — 
Seldom  that  he  ever  missed  her. 
While  her  nose  with  blood  did  reek 
He  smacked  her  on  the  other  cheek. 

Little  Willie  was  precocious 

And  his  appetite — ferocious. 

As  he  milked  the  cows  he'd  mutter: 

"Baby,  how  we  knead  each  udder." 


The  man  who  always  sang  in  the 
bathtub  installed  a  shower  and  met  his 
death  through  drowning. 


'You  can  always  tell  a  lady  by  the  way  she  dresses.' 
'Well,  a  real  lady  would  pull  down  the  shades." 


Census  Inquirer:      "And  how  many 
children  have  you?" 

Absent-minded  Philanthropist: 
me  down  for  a  hundred." 


"Put 
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"Let's  hare  some  ob  dat  gingeh  ale." 

"Pale?" 

"No,  a  glass'll  do." 


PSONG  OF  THE  PSYCHOPATH 

Psing,  O  psing  for  the  integrate, 

When  psalty  psexes  rote! 
Let  Freudic  dendrites  psyncopate 

To  the  euphoristic  note. 
For  never,  and  never  shall  Thalamus 

Inhibit  her  adrenal; 
Psince  Otolith  has  envied  us 

Our  psybstitute  recall. 
Pso  beat  and  drum  the  cerebrum 

And  lightly  pstrum  the  maze. 
For  now  the  psychopath  is  come 

To  correlate  our  days ; 
And  when  the  introspection's  o'er. 

And  axon  shines  on  high, 
■We'll  pstimulate  the  auditor 

And  integrate,  and  die. 


GENEROSITY 

A  colored  revival  was  in  full  blast 
and  one  old  fellow  was  exhorting  the 
people  to  contribute  generously. 

"Look  what  de  Lawd's  done  fo'  you 
all  brethren,"  he  shouted.  "Give  him 
a  portion  of  all  you  has.  Give  him  a 
tenth.     A  tenth  belongs  to  the  Lawd." 

"Amen,"  yelled  a  perspiring  member 
of  the  congregation,  overcome  by  emo- 
tion. "Glory  be  de  Lawd.  Give  him 
mo'.     Give  him  a  twentieth." 


P.C. 


"Don't  you  think  the  Talkies  are  here 
to  stay?" 

"Yes,  my  mother-in-law  is  coming  to 
live  with  us  tomorrow." 


Voice  Over  Phone:    Are  you  the  lady 
that  washes? 

Answer:     Certainly  not. 

V.  O.  P. :    You  dirty  thing. 
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Pity  the  fellow  who  lost  all  his 
friends  and  had  nothing  but  relatives 
left. 


PRIZE  CONTEST 

Earn  your  tuition  or  the  price  of  a  full 
case.  Simply  write  your  own  ending  to 
the  unfinished  story  below.  This  frag- 
ment is  the  last  earthly  work  of  our 
famous  contributor,  Ike  Gnash,  who  died 
in  the  throes  of  a  new  thought  as  he  was 
composing  this  latest  contribution.  We 
are  offering  handsome  prizes — many 
brand  new — for  the  best  endings. 

Fhsl  Prize — Patent,  adjustable,  double- 
barreled,  piston-action,  twin-pointed  ink- 
less  fountain  pen  in  black  and  white 
pearl. 

Second  Prize — Pocket  cap  and  ink  for 
same. 

Third  Prize — Handsomely  embossed 
bill  for  same. 

Next  Twenty  Prizes — Beautifully  col- 
ored photographs  of  same. 

Anyone  may  win.  Try  your  hand  at 
this  fascinating  game.  Just  end  this 
unfinished  story: 

GIVE  ME  A  NIGHT  WITH  JUNE 

"The  long,  low,  sleek  car  pulled  to 
a  powerful  halt,  just  like  in  the  movies. 
The  dying  beam  of  the  headlights  dis- 
closed the  faint  lap-lap  of  waves  at  the 
lake's  edge  and  the  moonlight  on  the 
water.  Inside  the  car  was  a  faint  rustle 
as  Agatha  stirred  restively  in  Horace's 
enameled  clutch.  Maybe  it  was  the 
moonshine;  maybe  it  was  just  the  water. 
Anyway,  suddenly  a  shot  rang  out  and 
was  pierced  by  a  woman's  sere " 

Finish  this  great  story. 

(Ed.  Note.  There  are  no  Chicago- 
ans  in  the  story. )  P.  K. 


CHICKEN-HEARTED 


GO  TO  HELL 

(The  stage  is  fitted  out  like  a  conven- 
tional battle  ground.  Sotne  realist  has 
dumped  a  lot  of  sand  on  the  stage  to 
make  it  appear  as  if  we  were  out  of 
doors.  The  director  has  been  wracking 
his  great  brain  trying  to  figure  how  grass 
might  he  painted  on  the  sand.  He  prob- 
ably ivill  fnally  decide  that  this  ground 
has  been  torn  up  too  much  for  there  to 
he  any  grass  left.  We  will  leave  it  to  the 
stage  manager  to  devise  a  way  to  keep 
the  sand  out  of  the  footlights.  Tom- 
soldiers  are  on  the  stage.  We  had 
thought  of  having  four  chorus  girls  so 
that  tired  business  men  would  not  want 
to  miss  the  first  act,  but  the  sand  would 
probably  cut  the  girls'  feet.  The  soldiers 
are  ivearing  leggings  over  their  street 
pumps  to  keep  the  sand  out  of  their 
shoes.  They  all  ivear  uniforms  in  con- 
formance xvith  the  laws  of  the  Commit- 
tee of  Fifteen.  All  should  wear  a  beard 
except  the  hero  ivho  never  wears  whis- 
kers because  they  hurt  his  business,  and 
he  isn't  old  enough,  anyway.  Shots  are 
heard  in  the  distance  and  this  noise  will 
obviously  be  contrived  with  the  use  of  a 
drum  ivhich  some  child  will  recognize 
immediately  and  loudly.  Someone  should 
also  blow  on  one  of  those  weird  whistles 
to  give  the  ejfect  of  a  ivindstorm.  There 
shotdd  be  some  dead  bodies  lying 
around;  dead  bodies  ahvays  give  the 
scene  an  air  of  reality.  One  of  the  dead 
bodies  is  unobtrusively  scratching  his 
nose.  Hero  strides  over  to  dead  body 
and  gently  nudges  him  ivith  boot.  Dead 
body  gives  a  loud  grunt,  but  immediately 
puts  a  dead  look  on  his  face  and  stops 
scratching.  Soon,  however,  he  starts 
twitching  his  nose.  The  hero  is  annoyed. 
He  has  a  pebble  in  his  shoe;  he  must  im- 
ply this  to  the  audience  by  his  manner. 
Hero  sits  down  on  one  of  the  dead 
bodies.    He  speaks  in  a  low  voice): 

Hero  (philosophically)  :  Damn! 

First  Common  Soldier  (louder) : 
Damn] 

Second  Common  Soldier  (still  louder 
and  therefore  more  philosophically)  : 
DAMN! 

Hero  (very  philosophically)  :  GOD- 
DAM! 

All  (very  disgusted  that  they  did  not 
say  it  first)  :    Aw,  go  to  hell! 

(Curtain  amidst  gigantic  applause.) 
Emerson  Whitney. 


THE  CHANT  OF  THE  JUNGLE 


ST.  PETER  AND  THE  PROF. 


St.  Peter  was  annoyed.  The  skinny 
little  man  in  the  white  bathrobe  who 
was  sitting  outside  of  the  pearly  gates 
had  not  even  knocked.  He  didn't  seem 
to  want  to  get  in.  Worst  of  all,  he  was 
eating  peanuts.  In  the  abstract  this  may 
not  seem  so  bad,  but  it  was  humiliating 
to  St.  Peter.  The  shells  not  only  littered 
up  the  glistening  pathway,  but  they  hurt 
the  feet  of  the  holy  souls  who  passed  by. 
St.  Peter  spread  his  wings  and  flew  over 
the  gate. 

"Listen,"  he  said,  "either  you  get  in 
or  get  out.  Ycu  can't  loiter  in  the  ves- 
tibule." 

"Sir,"  said  the  skinny  little  man  in  the 
bathrobe,  "I  do  not  wish  to  enter.  I 
am  convinced  that  peanuts  are  better  than 
Heaven."  St.  Peter  looked  askance  at 
the  blasphemer. 

"Who  are  you?"  he  thundered,  almost 
losing  his  front  bridgework. 

"Sir,"  said  the  little  man,  "in  this  out- 
fit I  might  be  Bernard  Shaw  at  the  beach. 
If  I  am,  I  don't  see  what  you're  doing 
in  this  Place.    On  earth,  however,  I  was 


a  professor.  I  taught  logic  in  a  uni- 
versity." 

St.  Peter's  halo  brightened  percep- 
tibly. "Oh,  ho,"  he  said.  "So  that  is 
where  you  learned  that  peanuts  are  bet- 
ter than  Heaven." 

"Yes,"  replied  the  little  man.  "Shall 
I  outline  the  proof?" 

And  St.  Peter,  who  was  an  angel  and 
knew  everything,  yawned,  for  he  saw 
that  an  answer  was  not  even  needed. 
The  university  professor  drew  out  a  piece 
of  chalk  and  walked  over  to  the  pearly 
gates. 

"Now,"  he  said,  putting  the  chalk  be- 
hind his  ear  and  searching  feverishly 
through  his  pockets  for  it.  "We  know 
that  nothing  is  better  than  Heaven.  And 
peanuts  are  better  than  nothing.  There- 
fore it  follows  as  the  night  the  day  that 

But  he  never  finished.  St.  Peter  had 
already  hung  the  celestial  pledge  pin  on 
him  and  was  dragging  him  through  the 
opalescent  portals. 

"Listen,"  he  said,  "we  need  more  guys 
like  you  to  drum  up  business  around 
this  joint."  B.  W. 


Prof:  That's  the  third  time  you've 
looked  at  your  neighbor's  paper,  young 
man. 

"Father  said  I  can't  marry  you  until  you  Stud:      I  know  it,  but  I  can't  help  if 

can  support  a  family-there's  six  of  us,  you      ^^  ^^^^^.^  ^^j^^  ^^^^^^ 
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THINGS  WORTH  SEEING  ON  CAMPLS 


The  sights  of  the  Psych.  Dept.  and 
one  Sam  Stevens  who  tells  inimicable 
stories  in  an  unequalled  manner.  Some 
of  them  have  never  been  completed — 
and  it  is  well.  ...  If  some  of  the  re- 
cently initiated  battered  hats  will  keep 
their  tender  thumbs  out  of  that  vest 
pocket,  cease  the  accidental  shaking  of 
the  hand  in  the  newly  learned  fraternity 
grip  upon  the  merest  provocation,  and 
refer  to  the  acquired  family  on  campus 
as  something  besides  the  "brothers,"  we 
will  stop  being  pin-conscious.  When 
more  shiny  shields  and  figures  of  gold 
are  made,  we — look  out — will  concen- 
trate on  them  before  spring  cutting  has 
half  begun  and  the  robins  are  through 
practicing.  After  all,  if  these  men  are 
that  willing  to  have  the  new  emblems 
before  yon  frantic  public,  there  are 
those  of  us  who  have  polka-dot  silk,  satin 
blouse,  or  pin  cushion,  any  of  which  is 
likely  frame  for  what  was  bought  in  the 
agony  of  Induction  Week.  Choose  your 
medium,  my  lady,  and  be  sure,  as  sis 
Myra  Crowder,  that  it  is  as  sweet  a 
match  as  the  pearls  and  rubies  of  D.  U. 
and  A.  O.  Pi.     There  is  something  to 


(The  Facts  in  Black  and  White) 

be  considered  in  the  fashion  of  en- 
semble. .  .  .  Mary  Lou  Hunter  will 
one  morn  give  you  breakfast  food  for 
ideas  if  she  drags  more  dolls  to  class  in 
her  untouchably  absent  way.  .  .  .  The 
Phi  Psi  pup,  questionably  pedigreed  and 
named.  .  .  .  Madeline  Walsh's  Ford. 
.  .  .  For  your  disapproval  much  has 
been  typed,  but  take  to  your  association 
with  the  Y.  M.  C.  A.  the  pantomime  of 
Lloyd  Griffin  down  on  his  knees  shoot- 
ing craps  in  a  nine  o'clock.  If  he  was 
not  pretending  the  furious  interest  in 
the  game,  it  may  become  precedent  to 
relax  earlier  in  the  morn  what  with  the 
late  plan  of  the  unaccountable  prof 
about  to  install  lounges  in  unupholstered 
rooms.  Also  Freudian  instruments  for 
recording  what  happens  thereafter.  .  .  . 
Elise  Weisenberger's  book  plates.  .  .  . 
Doc  Barker  who  has  to  concentrate  upon 
the  pronunciation  of  the  word  "tree." 
.  .  .  Clarice  Anderson  in  that  black 
lace  hat.  .  .  .  That  the  Junior-Senior 
Brawl  came  off  with  more  of  appropri- 
ate costume  due  to  the  Beta  who  crawled 
out  of  the  bushes  in  time  to  get  there 
in  disguise  held  you  a  little  less  than 


"/  think  that  Chicago  politics  need  a  bath — don't  you?" 


the  decorations  accorded  the  hot  water 
pipes  in  BobnErnies.  It  would  take  a 
D.  G.  to  drape  the  Grecian  Band  accu- 
rately, and  it  seems  that  we  were  wise 
in  depending  upon  the  one  we  did.  .  .  . 
Mary  Atwell  whose  management  of 
false  teeth  that  night  was  so  precise  as 
to  cause  suspicion.  .  .  .  Allan  Edelson 
who  deserves  consideration  in  his  sad 
duty  of  having  to  attend  the  theater  on 
passes  in  order  to  give  you  what  there  is 
in  current  and  undercurrent  production 
of  the  loop.  May  your  comment  be  as 
mental  as  mine.  .  .  .  Ellen  Peterson 
who,  in  the  Gam  Phi  Follies,  renews 
geographical  study  of  Omaha  and  other 
stations.  .  .  .  More  space  ought  to  go 
to  the  sustained  spontaneity  of  Helen 
Green  the  D.  Z.  pledge  who  is  worth 
seeing  along  with  the  many  other  in  the 
best  show.  We  can  assure  you  at  this 
point,  before  this  goes  to  press,  and  they 
to  the  opening,  that  it  will  reach  its 
yearly  unapproachable  smoothness  be- 
cause of  the  professional  tutelage  of  Joe 
Miller.  That  "Whoa  There"  will  pro- 
vide the  outlet  for  condensed  steam  will 
be  sufficient  explanation  for  its  success, 
but  that  will  be  your  lucky  surprise  long 
before  your  tender  eyes  scan  this  in  an 
effort  to  suspect  who  has  done  what. 
.  .  .  Jane  Ripley  who  has  established 
a  new  frequency  curve  for  derbies.  .  .  . 
George  Meigs'  blush.  .  .  .  Polly  Parker 
who  did  much  in  "Dance  Hall"  to  ex- 
ercise my  one  good  eyebrow.  Consider 
what  the  remainder  of  the  cast  did  to 
the  dressing  room  scene.  Most  of  them 
were  ladies  when  I  saw  them  last  and  I 
pray  for  the  impermanence  of  Hangover 
Incorporated.  .  .  .  Tom  Slater  assist- 
ing in  his  more  or  less  efficient  manner 
the  most  friendly  sweeter-than-sweet 
in  Speech,  Billie  Rinkenberger.  There 
are  those  of  us  who  can  even  forgive  her 
for  being  a  Tri  Delt.  .  .  .  Willard 
Adcock  trailing  lucky  Betty  Brown.  .  .  . 
Erwin  Wallenwebber's  conception  of 
the  convict  in  "Les  Miserables."  .  .  . 
Willie  Heaps  striding  through  the  Libe 
with  fourteen  volumes  on  his  chest. 
The  delirious  ones  who  are  giving  Prof 
Egbert  his  deservedly  popular  reputa- 
tion. .  .  .  Sylvia  McKay  trying  to 
keep  on  her  feet  near  Commerce. 
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THEME  SONG 

Long  years  he  toiled  upon  his  master- 
piece ; 
He  starved  in  garrets,  miserable  and 

sad, 
Giving  to  art  the  little  that  he  had, 
Enduring  woes   that   never   seemed   to 
cease. 

Into  his  song  he  wrote  love's  ecstasies, 
The  lilt  of  summer  and  the  song  of 

birds. 
Transcribed  in  strains  too  delicate  for 
words 
The  south  wind's  murmur  and  the  song 
of  bees. 

And  with  his  long  toil  done,  the  master 
died. 
Leaving    his    perfect    song    a    living 
thing. 
Hoping  that,  with  its  beauty  undenied. 
The  song  would  prove  his  monument 
serene. 
He  never  knew  his  song  was  doomed  to 
ring 
'While    cartoon    cats    cavorted    on    a 
screen.  G.  B. 


"Take  off  your  coat!" 

"Can't" 

"'Why  not.'" 

"I  had  to  hurry  so  for  my  nine  o'clock 
I  forgot  my  blouse." 

"Oskee  'Wow  Wow!" 

"What's  wrong.''" 

"We  got  an  eight  o'clock  tomorrow 
morning." 

Stude:     I'm  stuck  on  this  problem. 
Prof:     I'm  glad  you  like  it. 


"He  used  to  be  a  good  poet,  but  lately 
his  verse  has  all  gone  to  the  doggerel." 


"So  you  is  a  soldieh,  Sam?" 

"Yessah,  I's  one  of  dem  famous  blackguahds." 


HONORED 

The  degree  of  Doctor  of  Humane 
Letters  was  recently  conferred  on  each 
of  the  following  well-known  men: 

Julian  Flatfoot,  who  for  forty  years 
has  been  the  Evanston  mailman  and 
who  never  once  read  the  back  of  a  post- 
card. Incidentally,  he  forgot  to  read 
the  addresses. 

Enoch  Oilhurner,  who  was  sued  for 
$250,000  because  he  wrote  tender  epis- 
tles to  a  trusting  little  girl  from  the 
farm. 

Ignio  Pastellegio,  "the  blackmailer 
with  a  heart,"  who  never  put  a  man  to 
death  without  first  chopping  off  the  vic- 
tim's head — "to  prevent  suffering,"  he 
modestly  says. 


PARTING  OF  THE  WAYS 

We  parted,  and  I  left  her  at  the  door; 
She  stood  and  watched  me  as  I  went 
away — 
A    saddened   exile.      Had    I    not    been 
poor, 
I  knew  full  well  she  would  have  bade 
me  stay. 

It    was    a    painful    thought    to    my   sad 
heart ; 
Alas,  that  woman  could  such  avarice 
know. 
At  her  unfeeling  words  I  must  depart; 
She  told  me  I  must  pay  my  board  or 
go.  F.  G.  A. 


"Why  are  you  so  blue?     Haven't  you  Prof:      Is    there    any    other    general 

found  your  wife?"  question? 

"I  have."  Stude:     What  time  is  it? 
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ODE  TO  A  GRECIAN  CHARIOT 


THE   SMITHS   ON   THEIR  WAY   TO 
THE  WEEKLY  BRIDGE 

God  gave  her  two  beautiful  blue 
eyes,  but  it  was  her  sweetheart's  wife 
who  gave  that  gorgeous  black  one. 


"So  Fred  is  married  to  a  brunette 
now.  What  happened  to  that  blonde 
wife  of  his?" 

"She  dyed  her  hair." 


Many  a  young  man  who  asks  for  the 
daughter's  hand  in  marriage  gets  the 
father's  foot  in  the  seat  of  his  pants. 


There  was  an  old  woman 

Who  lived  in  a  shoe. 
She  had  so  many  children 

Because  she  didn't  know  what  to  do. 


Her  face  was  as  white  as  snow- 
the  Chicago  streets. 


"White  must  have  got  that  half-wit 
wife  of  his  at  a  bargain  sale.  ' 
"How  come.'" 
"Fifty  percent  off." 


ME  WONDER 

If  a  Kappa  Key  will   open   a  Yale 
lock. 
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Oh,  Ben  Hur  was  a  Beta — 

For  speed  he  had  a  yen ; 
He  longed  to  drive  a  roadster 

Like  other  college  men. 

He  started  saving  nickles, 

He  kept  a  penny  bank. 
And  all  the  dough  he  came  across 

He  hoarded  for  that  tank. 

At  last  he  had  a  fist  full — 
He  thought  he  had  a  mint — 

He  went  out  window  shopping, 
At  each  car  took  a  squint. 

He  tried  out  yellow  Packards, 
Mauve  Lincolns,  dark  red  Stutz' ; 

He  drove  a  crimson  Hupmobile 
And  thought  it  was  the  nuts. 

A  nickel-plated  Dusenberg, 
A  Rolls-Royce  and  a  Cord, 

And  then  he  tried  a  Cadillac — 
All  these  he  quite  adored. 

But  there  was  something  missing 
In  each  one  he  inspected; 

They  were  too  much  like  other  cars. 
Too  standardly  perfected. 


They  did  not  have  the  glamor 
For  which  our  hero  yearned ; 

They  did  not  have  "that  something" — 
Their  flashy  styles  he  spurned. 

Then  Ben  Hur  found  his  Chariot 

Dumped  in  a  vacant  lot; 
He  promptly  chose  this  relic 

And  bought  it  on  the  spot. 

This  boat  is  quite  distinctive 

It  is  topless,  it  is  worn ; 
It  rattles  with  a  vigor 

That  is  nothing  but  forlorn. 

It's  fitted  with  a  medley 

Of  varied,  blatant  squawks 
So  when  it  passes  down  the  street 

Each  person  stands  and  gauks. 

Now  any  time  you  hear  a  noise 
That  sounds  like  a  tin  pan  band 

You  know  the  Beta  Chariot 
Is  approaching  close  at  hand. 

So  let  this  be  a  lesson. 

Little  girls  and  little  boys. 
For  sometimes  when  you  try  for  speed 

All  that  you  get  is  noise. 

M.  W. 


MAW       CHESSf^ftM 
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THE  DUECS  OF  HELL 


Scene:  A  restaurant;  two  inebriated 
citizens  at  the  piano  singing  unendorsed 
Methodist  songs;  indijferent  waiters; 
etc. 

1st  Citizen  (very  happy):  "Hey 
Bill,  hie,  come  an'  git  shumtin  ta  eat." 

2ND  Delinquent  (hurt):  "Don' 
call  me  Hick  or  I'll  give  yez  a  nasty 
look;  awri',  who's  gonna  pay?" 

"Me,  I  got  lotsa  money:  my  wife 
gimme  my  alimony  yesterday." 

"Tha's  good.  Hey  waiter,  watcha 
got  ta  eat?" 

Waiter:  "Look  on  the  table-cloth; 
we  got  eggs,  coffee,  gravy,  soup,  cat- 
sup— " 

Citizen  (either  one) :  "Mmmmmm, 
how's  your  liver?" 

■Waiter  (enthusiastically):  "The 
nuts.     Thanks.     And  yours?" 

Citizen  (other  one) :  "Smart  guy, 
smart  guy,  huh?  How  much  izza 
steak?" 

"Two  dollars  and  a  half." 

"Ow!     How  much  izza  bread  here?  " 

"We  don't  charge  for  bread." 

"How  much  izza  gravy?" 

"No  charge  on  that." 

"Well,  then  bring  us  lotsa  bread  an' 
gravy." 

"You  can't  do  that,  it's  unorthodox. 
You  gotta  get  roped  in  on  a  whole 
meal." 

"Then  bring  us  a  bowl  a  shoup, 
without." 

"Without  what?" 

"Without  thumb,  we're  vegetarians, 
see?     Where' sa  boss,  I  wanna  tell  the 


boss  about  the  rotten  service." 

"He's  out  to  lunch." 

Citizen  (to  other):  "See,  I  tol'  ya 
this  place's  no  good.  Even  the  boss 
don'  eat  here.  Watcha  wanna  come 
here  for?" 

Other  One:  "Yah,  I  know  'srot- 
ten,  but  I  gotta  swell  overcoat  here 
oncet  an'  I  needa  new  one." 

(Customers  and  waiters  get  up  and 
put  on  coats.) 

Boss  (enters):  "Hya,  suckers!" 
(Mutual  greetings  all  around;  waiters 
all  go  home.) 

Citizen:  "Shay,  thish  bowl's  a  little 
wet." 

Boss:  "Wet!  This  is  a  high-class 
dump  here,  that's  your  soup. 

Citizens  (both):  "Shoup!  High- 
class!  The  hell — 'smiserable  life." 
(Philosophy.) 

(Citizens  start  breaking  plates,  fix- 
tures, etc.  Try  to  continue  on  boss' 
head;  give  up  attempt.  Customer  sep- 
arates them  after  applying  principles 
learned  in  persuasion  class.) 

Boss:  "Ungrateful  ingrates!  Go, 
and  never  darken  my  table-cloth  again." 
(Citizens  leave,  denouncing  the  Boss 
and  the  Senate's  stand  on  the  high 
tariff.) 

Boss:  (ennobled) :  "Good  God" 
(piousness).  "Is  this  the  fruit  of  my 
labors?"  (Eats  banana  and  meditates  on 
the  futility  of  life;  takes  to  drink  and 
drowns  from  the  effects;  dies  as  the  cur- 
tain falls  from  its  support.) 

Irv.  Breeer. 


^'Shorry,  yer  honor 
loaded." 


I  didn't  know  it  was 


Editor:  How  did  you  come  out  with 
that  study  of  lay-outs  I  asked  you  to 
make  for  the  next  issue? 

Associate:  Not  so  well.  And  I  vis- 
ited every  undertaking  parlor  in  the 
city! 


CLOTHES  MAKE  THE  MAN 


Still  Alpha:  What  did  you  think  of 
the  girl  I  had  at  the  Beach  last  Friday 
night? 

Ditto  Beta:  She  looked  pretty  keen. 
How  was  she? 

S.  A.:  She  was  as  pure  as  snow, 
but — 

D.  B.:  I  s'pose  you'll  say  "she 
drifted." 

S.  A.:  Nope,  I  was  too  hot  for  her 
— she  melted. 
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THE  TRUTH  IN  BL/iCK  AND  WHITE 


Adam  thought  he  was  the  only  man 
on  earth.  That  is  not  at  all  strange, 
since  ever)'  man  has  that  same  delusion, 
but  Adam  had  a  strong  foundation  for 
his  belief.  In  the  Eden  city  directory, 
one  read  only  the  names 

Adam,  Rip  Van  Winkle 
222  Paradise  Boulevard        Tel.  812  Gr. 

Ada?n,  Ere 
222  Paradise  Boulevard       Tel.  812  Gr. 

He  was  mayor,  alderman,  police  ser- 
geant, judge,  and  chairman  of  the  Re- 
ception Committee  for  Distinguished 
Visitors.  He  had  defeated  himself  for 
Senator,  but  as  he  was  ex  statuo  presi- 
dent of  the  nation,  that  made  him — no, 
never  mind.  He  was  the  only  charter 
member  of  the  Euphrates  Rotary  Club, 
and  even  the  Lions  had  elected  him  to 
honorary  membership.  Yes,  it  was 
rather  pardonable  for  Adam  to  think  he 
was  the  only  man  on  earth. 

But  we  started  to  tell  you  about  Eve. 
Some  modern  slanderer  has  hurled  un- 
true aspersions  at  her  by  suggesting  that 
she  was  a  blonde.  Anyone  knows  there 
were  no  drugstores  in  those  days. 
Neither  could  she  have  been  a  redhead, 
because   this    was    Paradise.      No,    Eve 


All  the  Dirt  About— EVE 

was  a  homegirl,  one  of  those  demure 
brown-eyed  femmes  who  is  strong  on 
minute  steaks  and  apple  pies.  She  had 
never  looked  at  any  man  but  Adam. 

If  Adam  hadn't  gone  over  to  have  tea 
with  Lilith  that  Sunday,  they  would 
probably  have  remained  the  eternal  ex- 
ample of  Fairbanksian  felicity.  Eve 
wasn't  supposed  to  know  about  Lilith, 
so  Adam  told  her  he  was  going  down  to 
the  club  to  read  the  Sunday  papers,  and 
left,  gaily  whistling  the  folksong  "If  I 
Didn't  Know  Your  Husband." 

"These  Sunday  dinners  are  ruining 
that  figure  you  love  to  clutch,"  sighed 
Eve.  "Guess  I'll  go  out  for  a  walk  in 
the  garden." 

She  did  up  her  hair  carefully,  wist- 
fully put  on  some  Kissproof  lipstick, 
and  sauntered  out,  singing  the  maiden's 
prayer,  "A  Little  Kiss  Each  Morning, 
A  Little  Kiss  Each  Night" — the  Adams 
were  a  musical  family. 

Adam's  first  wife  stopped  short  at 
the  garden  gate.  Dared  she  go  outside? 
She  had  never  been  in  the  mysterious 
world  on  the  other  side  of  the  fence. 
■Well,  she  would  open  the  gate,  but  she 
wouldn't  go  out.    The  open  gate  tempted 


her.  Maybe  Adam  wouldn't  care  if  she 
went  just  a  little  way — as  far  as  the 
peach  tree  over  there.  Ah,  this  new 
world  was  an  adventure.  Tired  from 
her  long  walk,  she  sat  under  the  peach 
tree  to  rest. 

"Never  did  I  see  so  many  peaches," 
crooned  a  baritone  voice  behind  her. 
"Where  have  you  been  all  my  life.'" 

This  line  was  new  to  Eve.  In  ten 
minutes  she  realized  her  mistake  in  mar- 
rying Adam,  when  there  were  fascinat- 
ing men  like  this  who  really  understood 
her.  He  told  her  he  had  just  graduated 
from  medical  school,  and  was  going  to 
practice  down  the  river  a  little  ways. 
Could  he  see  her  again.'  How  about  a 
date  Wednesday  night? 

The  affair  progressed  rapidly.  With- 
in a  week,  Eve  had  stopped  getting  up 
to  cook  Adam's  breakfast.  In  two 
weeks,  she  had  forgotten  Adam  entirely, 
except  when  he  reminded  her  he  was 
around.  At  the  end  of  the  third  week. 
Eve  had  made  up  her  mind  to  leave 
Adam,  and  elope  with  the  young  doctor. 

They  met  at  the  garden  gate. 

"Sh,"  whispered  Eve.  "I  don't  think 
Adam  saw  me  leave,  but  he  might  miss 
me." 

"Don't  worry,  little  girl,"  comforted 
the  doctor.    "I'll  take  care  of  you." 

"Th'ell  you  will,  you  blithering  nin- 
compoopian  idiot!" 

Yes,  you're  very  clever.  It  was 
Adam,  who  was  too  smart  a  man  to  lose 
a  good  cook  so  easily. 

"Come  with  me.  Eve!" 

The  force  of  Adam's  request  was 
strengthened  by  his  firm  grasp  of  Eve's 
long  hair.  The  doctor  vanished  diplo- 
matically, and  Adam  took  his  wander- 
ing rib  over  to  a  tree  that  stood  alone  in 
the  garden. 

"Here,  woman,  have  an  apple!" 

"Why,  Adam!" 

"I  said,  have  an  apple!" 

Eve  took  one  bite  of  the  apple  Adam 
held  against  her  teeth.  Adam-  grinned, 
took  several  bites  himself,  and  threw 
away  the  core. 

"An  apple  a  day  keeps  the  doctor 
away,"  he  said,  with  the  air  of  one  who 
has  just  discovered  that  while  women 
are  all  right  in  their  place,  you  have  to 
keep  them  there.  — Faye  Gidlett. 
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Josephine  O'Brien 


THE  VOICE  OF  THE  LOBSTER 

By  Robert  J.  Casey 

(Bobbs  Merrill) 

You'll  agree  with  us,  upon  investiga- 
tion, that  the  author  of  the  Four  Faces 
of  Siva  and  the  Secret  of  37  Hardy 
Street  had  an  immense  amount  of  fun  in 
the  production  of  his  latest  book.  Every- 
one of  the  characters,  including  the 
beautiful  cinema  queen,  Janice  Yule, 
and  her  mistress'  voice,  are  outrageous 
and  hilariously  amusing.  Even  Fred- 
erick Franklin  Patter,  super  usher  in  the 
Super  Babylon  Theater  has  a  guardian 
angel  in  the  form  of  a  young  girl  who 
makes  it  her  special  business  to  watch 
suspicious-looking  men  climb  fire  es- 
capes to  get  into  Freddie's  room,  as- 
sumes that  they  are  burglars,  follows 
them,  and  applies  ice  water  pitchers  to 
their  unsuspecting  skulls.  "I  heard  his 
skull  crack  into  four  pieces,"  she  says, 
"but  when  I  turned  on  the  light  I  saw 
it  was  the  water  pitcher  instead." 

The  whole  difficulty  or  rather  series 
of  difficulties  occurring  in  Mr.  Patter's 
life  at  the  time  of  the  story  seems  to 
have  been  caused  by  a  revolution  or  rev- 
olutions in  distant  Pandorra.  Pandorra, 
the  author  informs  us,  is  the  home 
growing  center  of  numerous  forces  of 
Liberty  known  as  Insurrectos  and  Fed- 
eralistas  and  called  by  other  appropriate 
and  applicable  names.  Of  course,  va- 
rious mustached  gentlemen  generals 
command  the  forces,  and  wear  purple 
uniforms  with  small  gold  frogs  across 
the  chest  and  capes,  scarlet  lined  with 
cloth  of  silver.  It  is  because  of  this  de- 
plorable fact  that  numerous  gunmen 
who  are  employed  to  take  the  visiting 
Pandorran  generals  "for  a  ride,"  mistake 
the  ushers  of  the  Super  Babylon  Theater 
for  their  targets,  for  the  entire  usher 
corps  of  the  above  mentioned  theater  is 
garbed  in  similar  outfit  for  every  per- 
formance. 

The  Voice  of  the  Lobster  gives  you 
all  of  the  inside  information  on  the  pre- 
vention of  gang  wars  until  midnight  of 


election  day.  This  same  book  tells  you 
about  talking  pictures,  the  private  life 
of  movie  aaresses,  and  love.  Further- 
more, the  author  prefaces  his  significant 
remarks  with  the  words,  "Despite  the 
stark  realism  which  permeates  this  story 
of  the  so-called  talking  movies,  all  of 
the  characters,  situations,  names,  dates, 
and  addresses  are  fictitious." 

Read  it  and  weep.  Mr.  Casey  has 
created  a  circus. 

Marion  Fry. 

THE  WOMAN  OF  ANDROS 

By  Thornton  'Wilder 

(Brentano's) 

For  a  month  I  have  been  afraid  to 
read  Thornton  Wilder's  newest  novel. 
I  felt  that  the  delicate  charm  of  his 
style  had  reached  its  perfection  in  The 
Bridge  of  San  Luis  Rey.  I  knew,  some- 
how, that  The  Woman  of  Andros  was 
being  published  on  the  strength  of  its 
predecessor's  success ;  that  it  had  be- 
come a  "best  seller"  automatically — 
anything  by  Thornton  "Wilder  would  be 
widely  discussed,  inordinately  praised, 
and  financially  successful.  I  became 
proud  of  my  stubbornness:  I  was  the 
one  who  had  not  read  The  Woman  of 
Andros.  And  then  it  was  my  birthday, 
and  someone  gave  me  what  is  always  a 
perfectly  safe  sort  of  gift — a  book.  It 
was  a  lovely  book,  ptinted  on  heavy 
cream-colored  paper,  and  bound  in  grey 
with  vivid  orange  fly  leaves.  It  was 
The  Woman  of  Andros,  by  Thornton 
■Wilder. 

And  now  it  is  my  humiliating  duty 
to  confess  that  I  was  entirely  wrong. 
The  brief  tale  is  the  result  of  study  and 
observation ;  it  is  told  with  infinite 
beauty.  The  story  is  laid  in  ancient 
Greece,  and  was  suggested  by  Terence's 
comedy,  the  Andria.  The  bare  outline 
of  the  plot  is  the  extent  of  Wilder's  in- 
debtedness to  the  Roman,  for  the  cu- 
rious timelessness  of  his  narrative,  and 
his  subordination  of  action  to  the  com- 
plexities  of  character   analysis,   are   es- 


sentially of  the  twentieth  century.  Wil- 
der's characters  resemble  those  of  Ter- 
ence only  in  name;  in  the  care-worn 
father  of  The  Woman  of  Andros  there 
is  no  trace  of  the  harsh  and  domineering 
pater  familias  of  the  Andria.  And  his 
Andrian,  wise  and  charming  as  well  as 
beautiful,  bears  no  spiritual  relationship 
to  the  brilliant,  calculating  hetaira  of 
the  Latin  comedy.  Terence's  plot, 
rough-hewn  and  dominant  in  his  own 
work,  serves  only  as  a  vague  and  inci- 
dental background  for  Wilder's  char- 
acters. 

Thornton  Wilder's  style  is  strangely 
quiet  and  unemotional.  In  scenes  of 
.  most  intense  and  bitter  feeling,  his  lan- 
guage is  most  calm  and  reserved.  His 
impersonal  detachment  is  refreshing  in 
this  day  of  psychological  outbursts, 
when  the  train  of  consciousness  reveals 
even  the  most  intimate  and  unnecessary 
thoughts.  The  novel,  unlike  The  Bridge 
of  San  Luis  Rey,  deals  with  no  philo- 
sophical problems,  unless  the  eternal 
ones  of  simple  life  and  love  and  death 
may  be  so  termed. 

fosephine  O'Brien. 
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HOME  MISSIONS 

Old  Lady:  Where  did  you  get  all 
those  nickels,  Sonnie? 

Sonnie:     Down  at  the  church. 

Old  Lady:  Did  you  steal  them,  you 
naughty  boy? 

Sonnie:  Oh,  no;  the  minister  said 
that  this  money  is  all  for  the  heathens. 
Me  and  pa  is  atheists,  so  I  took  a  hand- 
ful. Selected. 


"So  Jack  told  you  of  his  love?" 
"Well,   not   exactly.     He   just  went 
through  the  motions."      H//lla-Baloo. 


Two  students  at  the  "Old  Howard": 
"Say,  what  is  that  strange  smell?" 

"Oh,  that's  fresh  air.  Somebody  just 
opened  a  window."  Froth. 


Justinian:  I  bought  our  bungalow  to- 
day, dear,  and  it's  just  made  for  three. 

Bride:  Hurray!  Now  I  can  bring 
mother  alone.  Stone  Al'ill. 


There  was  an  absent-minded  profes- 
sor who  was  ideal  from  the  student 
viewpoint.  "Jones,  when  was  the  treaty 
ot — "  he  began. 

"Why,  I'm  absent  today,  professor," 
Jones  interrupted. 

"Ah,  pardon  me.  Miss  Smith,  will 
you  answer  the  question?"    Voo  Doo. 


Would-be  Actor:  "Bread,  bread. 
Give  me  bread" — and  just  then  the  cur- 
tain came  down  with  a  roll.       Lyre. 


"This'll  be  one  on  the  house,"   said 
the  sea  gull,  as  he  headed  toward  shore. 
Flamingo. 


Goat   (seeing  a  grass  widow  picking 
flowers)  :     Well,  guess  I'll  hit  the  hay. 
Froth. 
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TOO  BAD 

Two  young  ladies  went  into  Roxy's 
theater  in  New  York  recently,  and  at- 
tempted unsuccessfully  to  locate  two 
seats  together.  One  of  them  sat  down 
beside  a  respectable-looking  gentleman 
and  asked  him  quietly,  "Are  you  alone?" 
intending  that  he  should  gallantly  move 
and  give  them  his  seat.  He  paid  no  at- 
tention. Again  she  asked,  "Are  you 
alone?  " 

Finally,  without  moving  or  turning 
his  head  the  man  spoke  softly  from  the 
corner  of  his  mouth: 

"Fly  away,  little  bird,  fly  away.  The 
whole  damned  family  is  here." 

Cavalier. 


In  Russia  the  Wife  of  the  Month 
Club  is  doing  a  rushing  business. 

Pathfinder. 

It  looks  as  if  many  motorists  think  a 
locomotive  whistles  just  to  keep  up  its 
courage.  Pathfinder. 

Executioner  (to  Maria  Antoinette)  : 
"Pardon,  may  I  cut?"  Voo  Doo. 


"Do  you  think  you  can  learn  to  love  me?" 
"I  can,  sweetheart,  but  the  Tuition's  go- 
ing to   be  high."  Owl. 


THE  PSYCHOLOGIST  LOOKS  AT 
LOVE 

Now  you're  gone  and  the  mention  of 
your  name  still  sets  off  peculiar  reflexes 
throughout  my  system.  My  nostrils 
dilate ;  my  respiration  increases ;  mv 
blood  flow  increases;  metabolism  is  ad- 
vanced ;  pulse  is  accelerated ;  lacrymal 
ducts  secrete;  continued  thought  is  in- 
hibited ...  I  guess  I  sort  of  liked  you. 
Cat  emai?. 


Teacher :    Now,  Johnny,  what  is  Bos- 
ton noted  for? 

Johnny:    Boots  and  shoes. 
Teacher:     Correct.     And  Chicago? 
Johnny:     Shoots  and  booze. 

Frivol. 


City  'Visitor  (at  farm,  noticing  how 
industrious  the  farmer's  wife  was)  :  Mr. 
Perkins,  you  have  a  very  hard  working 
wife. 

Mr.  Perkins:  You're  right;  I  wish  I 
had  a  couple  more  like  her.        Lyre. 


"Just  where  did  the  automobile  truck 
hit  you?"  asked  the  dealer. 

"Well,"  said  the  injured  young  wom- 
an, "if  I  had  been  wearing  a  license 
plate  it  would  have  been  badly  dam- 
aged." Editor  and  Publisher. 


Chemistry  Instructor:  Mr.  Jones,  I 
take  great  pleasure  in  giving  you  87  as 
your  final  grade  in  chemistry. 

Jones:  Give  me  a  100,  sir,  and  thor- 
oughly enjoy  yourself. 

Harvard  Lampoon. 


FRENCH! 

Sing  me  a  song  of  ire. 
Sing  me  a  song  of  wrath : 

Dieu!    Que  le  sond  du  phone 
Est  hell  quand  vous  est  en  bath. 
Whirlwind. 
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Pause 

that  refreshes 

No  matter  how  busy  you  are — how  hard  you 
work  or  play  —  don't  forget  you  owe  your- 
self that  refreshing  pause  with  Coca-Cola. 

You  can  always  find  a  minute,  here  and 
there,  and  you  don't  have  to  look  far  or 
wait  long  for  Coca-Cola.  A  pure  drink  of 
natural  flavors  —  always  ready  for  you  — 
ice-cold  —  around  the  corner  from  any- 
where. Along  with  millions  of  people  every 
day  you'll  find  in  Coca-Cola's  wholesome 
refreshment  a  delightful  way  to  well-being. 

The  Coca-Cola  Company,  Atlanta,  Ga. 
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PARROT 


"IN  AT  THE  DEATH,  WATSON!" 

"A  practically  deafening  demise,  Holmes. 
What  can  it  be?" 

"Oh,  Watson,  your  infinite  ignorance!  You've 
just  observed  that  rare  and  wondrous  phe- 
nomenon— the  explosion  of  a  false  theory." 

"Amazing,  Holmes — but  now  I  begin  to  follow 
you ;  was  it  not  exploded  by  . .  ." 

"Browning  King ! — of  course,  you  knew — and 
this  latest  theory  they've  exploded  is  the  perni- 
cious fallacy  of  buying  a  $45  or  a  $50  suit  at  a 
sale  reduction  of  25%  or  so,  when  for  only 
$30  you  can  buy  a  suit  that  was  reduced  50% 
or  60%  before  it  was  offered  .  .  ." 

"Stop  again.  Holmes — it's  the  Challenger  that 
lit  the  fuse  of  that  explosion." 

"Obviously,  Watson — it  is  the  suit  of  suits — a 
boon  to  the  barren  bill-fold  and  a  dagger  in 
the  heart  of  high  prices." 
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She     (playing     piano)  :     That     was 
Siegfried's  Death." 
He:     I'm  not  surprised. 

Mugwump. 


"Yes — she  gave  him  back  his  Sig  Chi 
pin,  and  he's  a  Delt."  Caveman. 


Old  Timer:  Is  your  married  life  one 
grand,  sweet  song? 

Newlywed:  Well,  since  our  baby's 
been  born  it's  been  like  an  opera,  full 
of  grand  marches  with  loud  calls  for  the 
author  every  night. 

Penii  State  Froth. 


Judge:  "You've  stolen  no  chickens?" 
"No,  sah!"  "Have  you  stolen  geese?" 
"No,  sah!"  "Any  turkeys?"  "No,  sah!" 
"Discharged!"  "With  a  broad  grin  the 
prisoner  said:  "If  you'd  said  ducks, 
you'd  sure  have  had  me,  judge." 

Witt. 


The  Doctor:  And  if  he  loses  con- 
sciousness again,  give  him  a  teaspoonful 
of  that  brandy. 

The  Patient's  Wife:  While  he's  un- 
conscious? Oh,  doctor,  he'd  never  for- 
give me!  Texas  Ranger. 
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Patient:     What  can   I  take  for  sea- 
sickness? 

Doctor:     A  boat. 

Harvard  Lampoon. 


Stranger:  Hey,  Mister,  where  can  I 
get  a  drink? 

New  Yorker:  You  know  where 
Broadway  is? 

Stranger:     Yeh. 

New  Yorker:  Well,  you  go  to  the 
subway  and  ride  up  Broadway,  then  get 
off  at  123rd  Street. 

Stranger:     Yeh. 

New  Yorker:  After  you  get  off  at 
123rd  Street  walk  one  block  west. 

Stranger:     Yeh. 

New  Yorker:  Then  on  the  south- 
east corner  you  will  see  a  building. 

Stranger:     Yeh. 

New  Yorker:  Well,  that's  the  only 
place  in  New  York  you  can't  get  a  drink. 
Owl 


Orchestra  Leader  (during  prima  don- 
na's solo)  :     A  little  louder,  boys,  the 
gents  in  the  front  row  can  hear  her. 
Punch  Bowl. 
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(Continued  from  page  10) 

"No,"  Danford  returned  quietly,  "just  follow  me." 

They  were  tip-toeing  down  a  dark  hallway  which,  Danford 
noticed,  ended  out  on  the  lighted  stage.  At  one  side  of  the 
stage  stood  Minister  O'Shay,  garbed  in  his  black  robes  and 
holding  an  open  bible  out  in  front  of  him.  Meeter  had  prom- 
ised to  have  this  part  of  the  setting  on  hand.  They  could 
hear  the  impatient  audience  clapping  and  shouting,  "On  with 
the  wedding!     On  with  the  mysterious  wedding!" 

Minister  O'Shay  looked  up  and  saw  them  coming.  Dan- 
ford signalled  with  his  hand.  The  orchestra  began  Lohen- 
grin's 'Wedding  March,  which  was  Danford's  entrance  cue. 

"The  mysterious  couple  must  be  going  on  the  stage,"  Dot 
whispered. 

"Yes,  they're  going  on,"  Danford  replied.  "Stick  by  my 
side  now." 

Suddenly  they  emerged  from  the  hallway  out  onto  the  stage. 
Thousands  of  glittering  lights  blinded  them  for  a  moment. 
Minister  O'Shay,  as  he  had  been  instructed,  stepped  in  front 
of  them  and  began  the  prayer  in  a  low,  monotonous  voice. 
Dot  looked  out  over  the  audience,  then  at  the  minister,  and 
finally,  at  Danford,  who  was  solemnly  bowing  his  head. 

"'What's  all  this  mean,  Danford.' " 

"Sh — Dot,"  he  silenced,  "we're  being  married." 

O'Shay  was  now  addressing  them:  "I  require  and  charge 
you  both,  that  if  either  of  you  know  any — " 

"But,  Danford,  who  said  we  were  going  to  be  married?" 
Dot  interrupted. 

O'Shay  was  speaking  to  Danford:  '"Wilt  thou  have  this 
woman  to  be  they  wedded  wife?" 

"I  will." 

O'Shay  turned  to  Dot,  who  was  still  gazing  over  the  audi- 
ence which  stretched  back  as  far  as  she  could  see. 

"Wilt  thou  have  this  man  to  be  thy  wedded  husband?" 

Dot  did  not  answer,  and  Danford  nudged  her.  "Say,  'I 
will'." 

But  the  meaning  of  the  situation  dawned  upon  her  all  of  a 
sudden.  She  faced  Danford.  Her  blue  eyes  sparkled  with 
anger,  and  her  fists  opened  and  closed.  "Why,  you — you,  I 
won't  marry  you  now  and  I  never  will!"  She  stamped  her 
foot.  "You — you  big  bum!"  With  a  final  stamp  of  her  foot, 
she  whirled  about  and  walked  briskly  down  the  hallway  and 
out  into  the  street. 

"Dot!    Dot!"    Danford  called  after  her,  but  she  had  gone. 

A  clamor  of  shouting  and  hooting  brought  Danford  back 
to  the  present  time  and  place.  Coliseum  Hall — 16,000  angry 
ticket  buyers — no  show — leading  lady  skipped — hoots  of 
"Swindler!"  "Crook!" — cat  calls  from  the  balcony.  The  re- 
sults of  his  venture  swept  through  his  mind  like  Indianapolis 
speedsters  crossing  the  starting  line  after  the  first  lap.  Jack 
Meeter  refunding  dollar  bills  to  16,000  persons  at  the  door. 
Jack  Meeter  knocking  at  his  door  with  $300  worth  of  unpaid 
bills.  (Concluded  on  base  31) 
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(Continued  from  page  30) 
But  hold!  He  had  not  gone  to  college  four  years  and  been 
a  salesman  five  years  for  nothing.  He  felt  in  his  inside  pocket. 
Yes,  they  were  there — papers  on  Bradford's  new-style  washer. 
Walking  out  to  the  edge  of  the  stage,  Danford  motioned 
the  rising  crowd  into  their  seats  with  the  palms  of  his  hands. 
"Ladies  and  Gentlemen,"  he  shouted,  ancl  the  noise  subsided 
as  everyone  became  seated  again.  "You  just  now  saw  the 
young  lady  refuse  to  marry  me.  She  was  angry — everyone  of 
you  can  testify  to  that.  But  why  was  she  angry?"  The  hall 
had  become  absolutely  quiet.  "I  can  tell  you — she  was  angry 
because  I  would  not  buy  her  a  new-style  Bradford  electric 
washer.  Ladies  and  Gentlemen,  she  had  a  good  reason  to  re- 
fuse me.  Any  husband  who  will  not  buy  his  wife  a  Brad- 
ford should  be  turned  down  flat." 

At  this  point  Danford  walked  over  to  a  telephone  at  the 
side  of  the  stage.  "Harrison  1100.  Yes.  Bradford's?  Say, 
Tom,  send  a  new-style  Bradford  over  to  the  Coliseum  right 
away.    Yes.    Hurry." 

"Now,  Ladies  and  Gentlemen,  let  me  tell  you  a  few  fine 
features  of  the  new-style  Bradford." 

For  several  minutes  Danford  outlined  the  beauty  of  design 
and  the  efficient  service  of  the  new-style  Bradford.  The  audi- 
ence was  listening  attentively  when  the  speech  was  broken  by 
a  loud  banging  at  the  back  of  the  hall.  The  new  Bradford 
had  arrived  and  was  being  pushed  down  the  center  aisle. 
When  it  had  been  safely  placed  at  his  side,  Danford  resumed 
his  talk. 

"Now,  Ladies  and  Gentlemen,  you  are  all  wondering  about 
the  mysterious  couple  and  the  mysterious  wedding.  Well, 
here  it  is — to  the  first  couple  that  volunteers  to  be  married  on 
this  stage  tonight,  I  am  going  to  give  this  new-style  Bradford 
electric  washer,  and  they  shall  be  known  as  the  mysterious 
couple  in  the  mysterious  wedding." 

A  signal  of  "Fire"  could  have  caused  no  greater  confusion. 
Seats  rattled;  couples  became  mixed;  people  bumped  into  one 
another ;  angry  oaths  flew  across  the  hall ;  all  in  an  effort  to 
reach  the  stage  first.  But  a  couple  down  on  the  front  row 
was  the  lucky  winner.  The  boy,  who  was  tall  and  lanky, 
picked  his  four-feet-six  girl  up  in  his  arms,  ran  to  the  stage 
with  her,  clambered  up  and  sat  her  down  between  Danford 
and  the  new-style  Bradford. 

"Ladies  and  Gentlemen,"  Danford  bellowed,  taking  each  of 
them  by  the  hand  and  raising  their  arms  in  the  air,  "I  am 
happy  to  introduce  to  you  the  mysterious  couple  in  the  myste- 
rious wedding!" . 

With  these  words,  Danford  skipped  off  the  stage  and  ran 
down  the  hallway,  leaving  the  show  to  Minister  O'Shay. 
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